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LETTER    LXXVI. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford. 

Harwood. 

YOUR  anxiety  for  me,  dear  Bel- 
ford,  redoubles  my  diftrefs,  fince  I 
cannot  relieve  it,  and  muft  unavoidably 
add  to  your  uneafmefs,  by  communica- 
ting my  own.  You  juftly  obferve,  that 
fufpenfe  is  the  mod  infupportable  of  all 
svils.  The  anguifh  of  fufpenfe,  however, 
Vol.  IIL  A  is 
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Is  no  longer  added  to  the  torments  of  jea- 
loufy.  No,  Belford,  I  am  now  convinced, 
beyond  the  poffibility  of  doubt,  that  Ri- 
vers, the  once  endeared,  the  much  defer- 
ving  friend,  is  in  truth  the  formidable  ri- 
val, the  unfortunate,  perhaps  the  innocent 
caufe,  of  all  the  mifery  to  which  I  am  now 
fubje&ed.  You  will  confefs  that  my  lafl 
furnifhed  ample  matter  for  this  fufpicion  : 
Now  the  fa£t  appears  paft  a  doubt.  Judge 
yourfelf,  from  what  follows,  whether  I 
have  not  fuffieient  caufe  for  my  convic- 
tion. 

My  wife,  on  coming  one  morning  into 
my  dreffing-room,  where  I  was  writing  at 
a  bureau  much  crowded  with  papers,  obli- 
gingly made  offer  of  fending  me  a  fma]l 
cabinet  that  flood  in  her  own  apartment,  and 
for  which  fhe  faid  fhe  had  no  occafion,  as 
fhe  preferred  her  mother's.  I  readily  ac- 
cepted of  her  gift,  and  (he  immediately  re- 
tired to  empty  it^  and  give  orders  for  its 

being 
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being  removed.  Having  properly  arran- 
ged all  my  letters  and  papers  in  the  cabi- 
net, I  was  about  to  lock  it,  when,  obfer- 
ving  that  it  was  prevented  from  doling 
by  one  of  the  drawers,  which  I  thought  I 
had  mifplaced,  I  pulled  it  out,  and  difco- 
vered  behind  it  a  flip  of  paper,  rumpled  in 
fuch  a  manner  as  prevented  the -drawer 
from  going  into  its  place. 

On  taking  it  out,  I  faw  it  was  a  co- 
py of  verfes,  written  in  my  wife's  hand, 
which,  without  fcruple  or  fufpieion,  I  ea- 
gerly read. 

Thbuglvthe  paper  is  without  date  or 
fuperfcription,  it  is  evident  flie  has  written 
thefe  verfes  fince  the  death  of  her  father ; 
and  I  am  at  no  lofs  to  guefs  the  perfon  to 
whom  they  refer. 

O  Belford !    how    agonizing   is    the 

thought,  that  the  wife  who  commands  my 

A  2  higheft 
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higheft  efteem,  whom. I  love  with  a  fond, 
a  boundlefs,  an  almoft  idolizing  afFe&ion, 
by  the  waywardnefs  of  our  fate,  is  con- 
demned to  beftow  her's  on  a  man,  who,  it 
is  plain,  has  either  been  infenfible  to,  or 
ungrateful  for,  her  preference* 

AM  who  will  pity  my  untimely  fate, 
What  kindred  fpirit  mourn  my  early  doom/ 
What  gentle  maid  my  haplefs  tale  relate, 
Or  fcatter  blooming  flowrets  on  my  tomb  I 

No  youth  have  I  that  bears  a  brother's  name-, 
No  friend  tp  drop  companion's  filent  tear,. 
No  father  jealous  of  my  virgin  fame, 
To  foothe  my  forrows,  or  to  calm  my  fear  ^ 

Thou  I  • ■— ■  wert  the  guardian  of  my  heart, 

The  chofen  friend  I  early  learnt  to  truft  y 
From  thee  I  hop'd  a  parent's,  brother's  part  — 
|Iow  couldft  thou  prove  thus  cruel  and  unjuft  ! 

Haft  thou  forgotten  quite  that  happy  time, 
With  mutual  love,  when  mutual  vows  we  made  ?- 
Credulity,  methinks,  is  all  my  crime — 
Ah  ■!  too  feverely,  by  thy  fear  a  repaid  ! 

Yet 
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Yet  fliall  my  burfting  heart  at  length  find  cafe, 
Nor  long  this  heavy  load  of  life  fuftain  ; 
Death  foon  fhall  come,  who  the  fad  bofom  frees 
From  every  foirow,  and  from  every  pain. 

Come  then,  and  from  my  dying  lips  receive 
A  laft  farewell,  from  aHvrefentment  free  ; 
O  come,  and  gently  bear  her  to  her  grave, 
Who  never  Jov'd  another  youth  but  thee  i 

Be  all  her  errors  baniih'd  from  thy  mind, 
Soon  as  the  painful  toil  of  life  is  o?er ; 
Juft  to  her  merit,  to  her  foibles  kind, 
Beftow  one  tender  tear,  (he  aiks  no  more. 


Belford  1  I  am  the  mofl  miferable  of 
mankind.  The  ftrange  behaviour  of  Ri- 
vers, of  -which  I  gave  you  an  account,  is 
no  longer  a  myflery.  Julia's  fentiments 
have  not  always  been  confined  to  her  own 
breaft.  They  have  loved,  my  friend  !  and 
by  whatever  means  their  union  has  been 
prevented,  it  is  obvious  they  have- former- 
ly projected  it.  Gracious  heaven !  how 
A  3  irre* 
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irretrievable  my  misfortunes !  how  com* 
plete  my  defpair ! 

I  am   determined  to  know  the  whole 
of  their  ftory  ;   not  to  gratify  a  vain  and 
hopelefs  curiofity,but,if  poffible,  to  difco- 
ver  the  means  of  recovering  the  peace  of 
my  unhappy  wife,   and   of  defending  her 
honour  from  thofe  cruel  fufpicions,  that 
may  arife  in  minds  lefs  confident  of  her 
virtue  than  myfelf,  from  the  ignorance  and 
loquacity  of  a  fimple  cottager,  who  is  nurfe 
to  Lord  Rivers,  appears  to  be  acquaint- 
ed with  their  former  intimacy,  and  from 
whom  I    may  obtain  the  information  I 
anxioufly  defire,   without  Hooping  to  any 
art,  or  leading  her  to  betray  confidence  ; 
as  it  was  plain,  from  an  accidental  con- 
verfation  with  her,   that  what  {he  inno- 
cently communicated  had  not  been  in- 
trufted  to  Jier  as  a  fecret. 

Aa 
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An  account   of  thefe   circumftances  I 
fhall  give  you  in  my  next.     At  prefent,  I 
am  fo  much  difordered,  both  in  body  and 
mind,  that  I  mud  fay,  Adieu. 

Charles  Mortimer. 

LETTER     LXXVII. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mi/i  Herbert. 

liar  wood. 
My  tenderly  beloved  friend  will  ea- 
fily  believe,,  that  my  uneafinefs  has  not 
been  lefiened  this  week,  by  the  number  of 
vifits  paid  us  on  occafion  of  our  fettling 
in  the  country.  With  a  heavy  heart  have 
I  received  their  congratulations.  Their 
wifhes  for  my  happinefs  feive  only  to 
make  me  feel  more  exquifitely  its  abfence* 
Amongft  others',  Lord  Cleveland,  and  his 
two  amiable  daughters,  wTaited  on  us 
yefterday.  I  felt  extreme  confufion  at 
fight  of  the  Earl ;  but  his  eafe  and  polite- 
iiefc  a  little  reaffured  me.    I  never  faw 

more 
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more  engaging  fweetnefs  and  affability 
than  is  exprefled  in  the  countenance  and 
manner  of  thefe  young  Ladies.  The  eldeft, 
Lady  Sophia,  who  appears  to  be  about 
eighteen,  is  the  very  image  of  Lord  Ri- 
vers, and  has  fomething  fo  peculiarly  ex- 
preffive  in  her  look,  of  timid  modefty  and 
fenfibility,  that  it  is  impoffible  not  to  feel 
deeply  interefted  in  her,  even  at  fifft 
fight. 

She  told  me  that  her  brother  defired 
fhe  might  prefent  me  with  his  ^compli- 
ments and  beft  wiflies ;  but,  being  very 
much  indifpofed,  he  could  not  have  the 
pleafure  of  waiting  on  me. 


c  We  are  all  unhappy  about  _poor  Ri- 
vers/ continued  fhe  :  c  That  unfortunate 
c  wound  has  certainly  affecfced  his  health* 
*  more  than  he  is  willing  to  allow,  becaufe 
c  he  fees  our  anxiety.  My  father  wifhes 
Jf  him  to  make  trial  of  Bath  j  but  he  has 

•  fuch 
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*  fuch  a  weight  hanging  on  his  fpirits,  that 

*  I  doubt  much  whether  he  {hall  be  able 
c  to  perfuade  him/ 

Poor  unhappy  Rivers !  my  heart  bleeds* 
for  his  diftreffes.  The  compaffion  we 
feel  for  a  perfon  we  cannot  efteem,  is 
painful  and  incomplete.'  I  now  flatter 
myfelf,  that,  ftruck  with  the  prefumptioa 
as  well  as  inhumanity  of  his  behaviour* 
he  will  not  again  attempt  feeing  me- 


• Heavens  !    Maria  !    how    have  I 

been  alarmed,  furprifed,  terrified,  by  the 
conduft  of  the  rafh,  the  unpitying  Rivers! 
His  treatment  of  me  is  unpardonably  in* 
folent,  and  difhonourable  in  the  higheft 
degree!  He  mull  have  known  that  Sir 
Charles  was  abfent  to-day,  on  occafion  of 
a  meeting  of  the  gentlemen  of  the  county* 
on  public  bufmefs.  What  then  could  he 
intend  by  this  ill-timed,  clandeftine  vifit  ? 


As 
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As  the  air  felt  very  hot  in  the  par- 
lour this  morning,  I  put  on  my  hat,  and 
taking  up  my  bafket  with  a  pair  of  ruffles 
I  am  working  for  Sir  Charles,  walked 
ilowly  down  the  garden,  with  intention  of 
reaching  the  alcove,  which  you  know  is 
kept  cool  by  a  breeze  from  the  river* 
Juft  as  I  reached  the  end  of  the  honey- 
fuckle  walk,  I  thought  I  perceived  forne 
one  among  the  trees,  but,  on  flopping  a 
few  minutes,  and  feeing  nobody,  perfua- 
ded  myfelf  I  was  miflaken,  and  purfued 
the  path  that  leads  to  the  alcove.  Being 
ftartled  by  this  circumflance,  a  faintifh 
ficknefs  came  acrofs  me.  I  threw  myfelf 
[  down  on  a  feat ;  but,  recolle&ing  that  I 
fliould  get  more  air  at  the  river  fide,  I 
rofe  ;  and,  on  quitting  the  alcove,  the  firft 
objeft  I  beheld  was  Lord  Rivers,  ftanding 
with  his  arms  croifed,  and  his  eyes  fixed 
on  the  laurel,  the  very  image  of  defpair. 
A  fudden  impulfe  of  terror  and  furprife 
made  me  cry  out.     He  ftarted   from  his 

reverie, 
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reverie,  flew  to  affift  me,  and  reached  me 
juft  in  time  to  prevent  me  from  falling  to 
the  ground.  When  I  had  a  little  reco- 
vered my  fenfes,  I  withdrew  myfelf  from 
his  arms,  wrhich  flill  fupported  me,  and 
endeavoured  to  return  home  :  But  I  was 
ftill  fo  faint,  and  trembled  fo  violently, 
that  I  was  forced  to  reft  on  the  bench 
near  the  laurel.  Lord  Rivers  again  ap- 
proached me.  c  How  unhappy  am  I,5  faid 
he,  f  that  the  fight  of  Rivers  is  now  be- 
c  come  fo  hateful  to  you,  as  almoft  to  de- 

*  prive  you  of  life  !  yet  heaven  is  my  wit- 

*  nefs,  I  fhun  your  prefence — I  wifh  not 
c  to  give  you  pain — I  faw  your  carriage 
c  pafs  the  grove,  and  fuppofed  you  ab- 
c  fent. 

*  O  heavens  I3  continued  he,   with  a 
look  of  unutterable  woe,  6  it  was  not  al« 

*  wrays  thus.  There  was  a  time  when  Ju- 
4  lia  Greville  would  not  have  required  an 

*  apology  from  me,  for  coming  to  this  oft 

<fre- 
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*  frequented  fpot.  Julia  P  cried  he, i  clafp- 
c  ing  his  hands  together  in  an  agony  of 
x  grief,  can  you — can  you  indeed  behold 
*i  that  laurel,  and  not  pity  the  once  loved, 
1  the  now  defpifed,  deferted,  injured  Ri- 

*  vers  ¥ 

*  My  Lord,'  replied  I,  riling,  and  re- 
fuming  all  the  refentment  of  offended  in- 
nocence, c  You  are  the  lafl  perfon  in  the 
c  world  from  whom  I  expe&ed  to  hear  this 
4  language.  To  add  infult  to  ingratitude, 
c  is  unworthy  of  your  chara&er — to  hear 

*  any  more  on  this  fubje£t  were  injurious 
6  to  mine.     I  muft  therefore  entreat,  for 

*  fcoth  our  fakes,  that  you  will  abandon  it, 

*  and  the  remembrance  of  the  paft,  fore- 

*  ver.f  c  Cruel,  unrelenting  Julia  P  cried 
he,  as  I  haftily  withdrew,  c  Infult  !  nigra- 
6  titude  !  By  heaven,  I  know  not  what 
c  you  mean  !  Oh  that,  like  you,  I  could 
<  indeed  abandon  tKe  remembrance  of  the 
c  paft  !   But  that  is  iifipoffible/     I  heard 

no 
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no  more,  Maria.  A  thoufand  confufed  and 
terrible  images  crowded  into  my  mind, 
and  almoft  overwhelmed  my  fenfes.  I 
haftened  home  ;  but  the  words  of  Rivers 
haunted  me  like  a  ghoft.  In  vain  I  ftrove 
to  difcover  their  inexplicable  meaning. 
To  accufe  me  of  unrelenting  cruelty  ;  to 
profefs,  in  the  name  of  Heaven,  that  he 
underftood  not  the  language  of  my  too 
juft  reproaches.  Maria  !  what  can  I  think? 
My  mind  is  all  confufion  :  A  light,  more 
terrible  than  the  moil  difmal  darknefs, 
feems  to  break  in  upon  me— — Rochdale 

the  daring,  the  profligate  Rochdale 

Ah !  could  he — could  even  that  mod 

determined,  unpitying  villain/  contrive  a 
fcheme  of  fuch  hellifh  cruelty  !  Maria ! 
it  is, — O  lay  it  is  impoffible.  -——-Rivers  ! 
If  thou  art  innocent !— — Oh,  Hea  7  en  fup- 
port  me— 

Vol.  III.  B  LETTER 
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LETTER     LXXVIII. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mi/}  Herbert. 

Ha  r  wood. 

I  was  fo  ill  at  the  conclufion  of  my 
iaft  letter,  that,  when  Sir  Charles  arrived, 
he  was  extremely  alarmed  with  my  appear- 
ance* 

He  eagerly  inquired  what  was  the 
matter — whether  1  had  taken  too  much 
fatigue  ?  I  told  him  I  had  been  no  farther 
than  the  garden.  Has  my  Julia  been  op- 
preffed  with  company,  then,  demanded  he  ? 

There  has  been  none  here,  replied  I, 
with  a  voice  weakened  with  forrow.  How  i 
cried  Sir  Charles  furprifed,  I  met  Lord 
Rivers  about  a  mile  from  Harwood,  and, 
on  inquiring  from  whence  he  came,  he 
told  me3  he  had  been  paying  his  compli- 
ments 
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meats  to  you  ?  Yes,  Lord  Rivers  was 
here,  anfwered  I,  but  I  only  faw  him  a  few 
minutes  in  the  garden.  The  confufion 
and  hefitarion  with  which  I  replied  to  this 
fpeech  of  Sir  Charles,  did  not  efcape  him. 
He  paufed  a  few  moments,  fixed  his  eyes 
on  the  ground,  then  raifing  them  to  me, 
with  a  look  of  unutterable  tendernefs, 
tell  me,  my  Julia !  O  tell  me,  cried  he, 
what  then  has  occafioned  this  fudden  and 
violent  agitation  ?  I  was  filent  fome  mo* 
ments  ;  I  knew  not  what  to  anfwer.  In- 
capable of  deceit,  abhorring  to  pra&ife  it, 
I  was  on  the  very  brink  of  discovering  to 
my  hulband  every  thought  of  my  heart, 
when  fuddenly  recollecting  the  fatal  confe- 
quences  which  might  attend  fo  rafh  a  ftep, 
my  refolution  failed,  and  I  determined,  by 
revealing  part  of  the  truth,  to  conceal  the 
left. 

I  am  afhamed,  faid  I,  of  my  own  weak- 
tk^ii  ;  -  for:  feme,  time    paft,    every  trifle 

B  2  dif- 
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difcompofes  and  alarms  me,  I  went  to 
work  in  the  alcove  this  morning,  when 
the  fudden  appearance  of  Lord  Rivers, 
who  was  walking  in  the  little  grove  near 
it,  ftartled  me  fo  much,  that  I  have  not 
yet  recovered  from  my  fright.  Having 
feen  the  carriage  pafs  the  grove,  he  imagi- 
ned we  were  abfent,  and — and — here  I 
flopt,  utterly  at  a  lofs  how  to  proceed. 

An  unfuccefsful  attempt  to  mifiead,  is 
attended,  in  an  ingenuous  mind,  with  in- 
tolerable anguifh.  It  was  evident  that  my 
confufed  and  irrefolute  manner  confirmed 
the  fufpicions  I  laboured  to  remove.  We 
both  remained  filent  for  fome  time,  and, 
through  the  remainder  of  the  evening.  Sir 
Charles  appeared  fo  thoughtful,  abfent,  and 
melancholy,  averted  his  eyes  from  me, 
and  fighed  fo  heavily,  that  my  diftrefs'be- 
came  unfupportable. 

Maria  ! 
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Maria  !  Is  this  the  happinefs  you  pro- 
miied  your  friend  ?  this  the  reward  of  du- 
ty—the peace  of  virtue  ?— Oh  !  what  then 
are  the  torments  of- guilt*— ■ 


In  continuaiion^ 

Maria!  my  friend!  my  ccmfortrefs  I 
why  are  you  not  here  to  iupport  me  ? — • 
Your  friend  is  finking  to  the  grave,  and 
(he-  has  none  to  pity  her  ! — Ah !  wretched 
Julia  !— Moil  amiable,- moft  injured  Ri- 
vers, wha*:,  O  what  has  Heaven  in  referve 
for  thee  ? 

Would  my  trembling  hand  obey  my 
defponding  heart,  I  would  unfold  fuch  a 
fcene  !— But  it  will  not,  will  not  be 
The  agonies  I  have  fuffered,  during  the 
laft  fleeplefs  night,  are  more  than  nature 
can  fupport* — Maria  !  my  rafti  credulity,.. 
my,  criminal  gratitude,  have  undone  me  ! 
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Mortimer,  the  generous,  the  companionate 
Mortimer,  will  be  involved  in  my  ruin. 
He  no  longer  inquires  the  caufe  of  the  mi- 
fery  I  vainly  attempt  to  conceal.  He  re- 
gards me  with  pity  J  but,  alas,  he  will  foon 
ceafe  to  regard  me  with  love.  Too  furely 
he  gueffes  the  caufe  of  my  wretchednefsc 
He  fees  too  plainly,  that  gratitude,  not 
love,  has  been  the  fource  of  my  compli- 
ance ;  though,  relying  on  my  honour,  he 
generoufly  forbears  to  reproach  me. — A- 
las,  Maria !  do  I  indeed  merit  reproach  ?— 

J  I  cannot  fupport  this  reftraint — Life  is 
become  an  intolerable  burden. — I  will  o- 
pen  my  heart  to  Sir  Charles  ;  the  noblenefs 
of  his  foul  will  animate  and  encourage  me 
in  conquering  the  fatal  weaknefs  of  my 
own.— Farewell-. — My  thoughts  are  all 
diftraftion. — I  have  much  to  tell  you,  but 
can  write  no  more 


LETTER 
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LETTER   LXXIX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 
After  finilhing  iny  lait  letter,  nature 
being  quite  exhaufted,  I  threw  inyfelf  on 
the  bed.  A  torrent  of  tears  relieved  a 
little  the  oppreffion  of  my  heart3  and  after 
a  while  I  fell  into  a  profound  deep. 

Wholly  occupied  with  the  aftonifhing 
difcovery  I  am  about  to  reveal  to  you,  my 
imagination  prefented  me  with  nothing 
but  images  of  horror.  Sometimes  I  be- 
held Rivers,  ftruggling  amidft  the  wa\*eSj 
imploring  me  earnefily  to  come  to  his  re- 
lief. Now  I  flood  myfelf  on  the  verge  of 
fome  frightful  precipice,  from  which  an  in- 
vifible  hand  was  impelling  me  into  a  dark 
.,  and  unfathomable  abyfs.  And  then,  a- 
midft  fcenes  of   horror   and   defolation, 

1 
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I  was  bathing  with  my  tears  the  wounds  of 
a  bleeding  hufband,  murdered  by  the  rafh 
hand  of  an  impetuous  and  defpamng  lo- 
ver* 

In  one  of  thefe  diftrafting  moments,  I 
ftarted  from  my  fleep,  crying, — Save  me, 
G  God  1  from  guilt  and  ruin! 

Some  one  grafped  my  hand  with  fuch 
violence,  that  I  awoke.  I  looked  wildly 
round,  and  beheld  Sir  Charles  kneeling  at 
the  fide  of  the  bed,  and  gazing  on  me  with 
a  look  of  unutterable  anguifh,  '  My  Ju- 
'lia!  my  deareft,  gentlefl  love/  faid  he, 
c  what    can  occafion  thefe  violent  emo- 

*  tions  ?*  1  could  only  anfwer  with  my 
tears.  c  Indeed/  continued  he,  4  you  muft 

*  endeavour  to  reftrain  thefe  wanderings 
6  of  a  disordered  imagination,     Your  ten* 

*  der  frame  is  unable  to  fuftain  fuch  into- 

*  lerable  pangs  as  thofe  I  have  feen  you 
s  fuffen*    Certainly  fomething  hangs  on 

*  youn 
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*  your  mind.  My  Julia  !  I  would  not  di- 
'  ftrefs  you  for  the  world  :  But  furely  you 
6  can,  you  ought  to  have  no  forrow5  in 
6  which  your  faithful  friend,  your  fond 
6  huiband,  may  not  fhare/ 

I  confefs.  Sir  Charles,  faid  I,  that  fome- 
thing  has  occurred  which  greatly  affli&s 
me.  When  I  am  more  able,  I  will  give 
you  the  painful  recital,  though,  even  from 
you,  were  it  poffible,  1  would  wifh  to  con- 
ceal the  crimes  of  a  father. Ah  !  would 

to  Heaven  I  had  forever  remained  igno- 
rant of  them  ! 

To  explain  this,  Maria,  I  muft  inform 
you,  that  an  application  was  lately  made 
to  me  by  the  children  of  a  farmer  near 
Harwood,  for  a  will  which  had  been  en- 
trufted  to  my  father,  and  which  had  not 
been  found  at  the  fettling  of  his  affairs. 
As  my  mother  had  received  the  keys  of 
his  cabinet  at  his  death,  and  as  it  had  ne- 
ver 
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ver  been  opened  fmce  that  time,  I  refol- 
ded, for  the  fake  of  thefe  poor  people,  to 
make  a  thorough  fearch  for  the  will.  Ha- 
ving looked  in  vain  in  feveral  drawers,  I 
pulled  out  the  largeft,  which  contained  a 
number  of  letters  and  papers,  huddled  to- 
gether in  great  confufion.  Having  found 
the  will,  I  was  about  to  lock  up  the  reft^ 
without  further  examination,  when  the 
addrefs  of  a  letter,  in  the  well  known 
hand  of  Rivers,  caught  my  eye.  It  was  to 
my  father  ;  and,  under  the  fame  cover, 
were  feveral  addreffed  to  myfelf,  of  various 
dates,  and  fo  much  torn  that  onlv  a  few 
fragments  remained  entire. 

Read  them,  Maria!  and  wonder  rt  the 
compofure  of  your  friend.  I  no  longer 
figh  or  weep  ;  a  deathlike  torpor  has  lei- 
zed  every  faculty.  I  feem  to  forget  all 
the  part  ;  and  even  my  feeling  of  the  pre- 
fent  is  fufpended   by  my  fearful  prefries 

of  future miferv. 

- 

Frag. 
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Fragment  Firji. 

I  have  read  over  your  lad  letter  a  thou- 
fand  times.  Every  word  of  it  is  imprinted 
en  my  heart,  and  difiblves  my  foul  in 
livelieft  gratitude.  Never,  Oh  never  may 
thofe  fountains  of  tendernefs  ceafe  to  flow, 
which  you  fay  I  have  opened  within  your 
gentle  bofom.  Thefe,  my  love,  are  ftreams 
of  pleafure,  that  will  delight  and  refrefh, 
but  never  inebriate.  Happy  are  they  on 
whom  Heaven  hath  bellowed  a  tafte  for 
fuch  pleafures  j  and  whofe  relifh  of  them 
has  never  been  impaired  by  the  intoxica- 
ting allurements  of  luxury  and  vice  ! 

To  beguile  the  heavy  hours,  that  are 
lengthened  to  an  unmeafurable  extent,  by 
fruitlefs  wifhes,  and  difappointed  hopes,  I 
have  recourfe  to  your  letters.  Several 
now  lie  fpread  before  me,  every  fentence 
of  which  difplays  fome  feature  of  that  cha-  • 

rafter,. 
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rafter,  whofe  gentle  yet  fhining  beauties 
have  engaged  every  affe&ion  of  my  foul. 
For  a  moment  I  follow  the  guidance  of 
fancy,  which  condu&s  me  to  the  peaceful 
fhades  of  Harwood,  and  fhews  me  my  Ju- 
lia, with  looks  of  ineffable  tendernefs, 
tracing  thofe  lines  which  will  foon  convey 
tranfport  to  the  bofom-of  her  Rivers.  At 
times  you  retire  to  the  fequeftered  fpot, 
facred  to  love  and  friendfhip  ;  you  gaze 
with  mournful  complacency  on  the  laurel 
I  planted  ;  you  water  it  with  your  tears : 
Your  mild  eyes  are  now  elevated  to  Hea- 
ven, and  your  bread  heaves  with  an  im- 
ploring figh,  for  the  fafety  and  happinefs 
of  him  you  love.  This  fweet  illufion  af- 
fords a  pleafure  that  approaches  nearefl 
to  the  delight  your  real  prefence  ufed  to 
ihfpire.  Ah  !  when  will  the  fhort-lived 
deception  be  exchanged  for  the  heavenly 
reality  ?  When  fhall  the  blifsful  hour  ar- 
rive, when  no  effort  of  imagination  will 
be   neceffary  to  place  your  loved  image 

before 
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before  my  eyes  ?  when  fenfe  will  not  prove 
an  unwelcome  intruder,  nor,  as  now,  dif- 
appoint  me  of  blifs,  which  at  prefent  I  ran 
only  enjoy  by  anticipation  ? 

It  is  thus  I  fpend  the  days  I  am  con- 
[trained  to  wafte  at  a  diftance  from  you. 
I  think  no  circumftance  too  trivial,  no 
fcene  too  uninterefting,  to  communicate 
to  you ;  confcious  that  love  renders  all 
important.  Follow  my  example,  deared 
Julia !  tell  me,  when  you  mod  anxioufly 
think  of  me,  mod  fondly  fear  for  me, 
moil  .ardently  wi(h  for  me,  mod  entirely 
love  me!. 


Fragment  Second* 

Unkind  Julia !  Is  it  thus  you  remember 
your  Rivers  I  I  have  watched  on  the 
beach  for  two  days  ;  two  packets  have 
arrived  from  Britain,  but  I  have  expected 

Vol.  III.  C  my 
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my  treafure  in  vain.  Surely  mine  are  not 
fallacious  dreams !  In  fpite  of  all  that 
prudence  can  fuggeft,  and  experience  af* 
firm,  to  moderate  my  hopes  of  complete 
happinefs  on  earth,  I  do,  my  Julia  !  I  do 
expett  to  enjoy,  in  your  ltived  fociety,  a 
felicity  far  fuperior  to  the  common  lot  of 
mortals ;  and,  in  being  not  only  the  wit- 
nefs  but  promoter  of  your's,  to  tafte  a 
joy  refembling  the  fweet  benevolence  of 
eeleftial  fpirits. 

If  thefe  are  romantic  expectations,  it  is 
your  unequalled  merit  that  mull  juftify 
my  extravagance* 

I  have  written  three  letters  fince  your 
lafl:  arrived  at  New  York.  Julia  !  my 
love !  I  am  diftra&ed  with  my  fears.  Hi- 
therto  fo  punSuaU  to  what  can  1  attribute 
this  delay  ?  I  will  accufe  the  winds  or 
waves  as  the  caufe  of  my  difappointment  j 
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you,  kindeft,  bed  of  friends  !  you  I  never 
can 


Fragment  Third. 

No,  my  diffracted  foul !  it  cannot, 

cannot  be.  Supprefs  thy  vain,  thy  impi- 
ous fears.  Is  (he  not  mine  by  honour, 
friendfhip,  love  ?  by  the  moll  facred  and 
folemn  of  all  enagements,  that  of  the  heart  ? 
What  could  fhe  propofe  in  abandoning  him 
{he  loved  ?  Would  not  remorfe  and  forrow 
be  her  portion  ? — No,  her  temperate  mind 
knew  not  the  rage  for  diftin&ion  or  wealth. 
Love  made  all  her  wifhes ;  love  will  alone 
make  the  happinefs  of  a  foul  fo  noble,  fo 
difinterefted  as  her's. 

Such,  my  Julia  !  are  the  refledions  with 
which  I  foothe  my  affiiQ-ed  heart,  as  often 
as  the  Britifh  enfigns  appear,  that  bring 
joy  to  all  but  your  Rivers !  Ah,  Julia  ! 
muft.  difappointment  forever  be  my  por- 

C  2  tion  I 
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ricn  ?  Muft  I  forever  languifh  in  vain 
expeftation  of  beholding  again  the  lines 
traced  by  that  dear  hand  ? — Alas  !  at  this 
moment,  perhaps,  arrefted  by  iicknefs,  by 
death  ! — . 


Fragment  Fourth. 


I  firuggle  in  vain  to  fhut  my  eyes  to  the 
truth.  No  lcngei  can  I  be  blind  to  your 
falfehood,  or  my  own  mifery.  Julia  !  is  it 
poffible  !  is  Rivers,  an  exile  from  his 
country,  become  an  alien  too  from  your 
heart  ?  What  then  remains  to  fupport 
life  I,;, 

Two  years,  two  lingering  joylefs  years 
have  elapfed,  fince  I  beheld  her  on  whom 
my  foul  repofed,  for  fmoothing  the  hor- 
rors of  war,  binding  up  my  bleeding 
wounds,  perhaps   receiving  my  laft  figh, 

which 
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which  I  fliall  breathe  out  in  prayers  for  her 
happinefs  ! 

During  the  courfe  of  days  and  nights, 
{pent  in  fevered  hardfhips,  and  unremit- 
ting toils,  what  has  fupported  your  Rivers, 
but  the  fond5  the  faithlefs  hope,  of  return- 
ing with  honour  and  fame  to  you,  and  to 
bis  country  ;  to  look  back  with  exulting 
affection  on  dangers  encountered  for  your 
fake,  and  endeared  by  your  tendernefs  ! — - 
Farewell,  deceitful  profpe&s— too  fondly 
indulged,  too  ardently  defired— farewell  ! 

Yet  think- — Oh  timely  think,  though 
you  fhould  not  be  mine,  you  cannot  with 
honour  be  the  wife  of  another.  You  may 
be  enriched,  ennobled,  but  you  never  can 
be  happy.  That  heart  of  your's  is  not 
formed  to  relifh  the  empty  glare  of  life. 
Julia  !  mifguided   maid  !    you   have  rnife* 

rably  miftaken  the  road  to  happinefs > 

Perhaps  it  is   not  yet  too  late- Julia  ! 

C  3.  reflect 
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reflect  on  the  anguifh  you  are  infli&ing 
on  him  you  loved — —-What  have  1  done 
to  deferve  it  ?  O  let  not  a  father's  blind 
ambition-  — — 


Letter  ta.  Mr  Grevilk. 

-—You  fay  true,  Sir ;  I  certainly  have* 
bo  right  to  controul  your  daughter's  in- 
clinations, nor  oppofe  her  eftablifhment  in- 
the  world  ;  efpecially  as  you  ■  affure  me 
her  marriage  with  Lord  Rochdale  is  en> 
tirely  her  own  free  choice.  I  confefs  it 
would  have  been  fatisfafiory  to  have  re-, 
ceived  this  information  from-herfelf ;  but, 
as  her  late  conduct  leaves  me  no  room  to 
queftion  the  reality  of  her  prefent  deter* 
mination,  L  have  nothing  left  but  to  ac- 
quiefce  in  a  refolution  which  you  fay  is 
unalterable* 
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May  Mifs  Greville  enjoy  all  the  happi- 
nefs  in  this  union  which  fhe  can  hope  to 
derive  from  wealth  and  grandeur  ;  and 
may  that  happinefs  never  be  interrupted 
by  reflecting  on  the  part  fhe  has  acted  to- 
wards the  much  injured 

George  Rivers. 

Maria  I  can  you  read  thefe  letters,  and 
yet  believe  that  I  am  alive  ?  that  I  itill 
breathe,  and  think,  and  write  ? 

I  know  not  what  is  the  matter5but  I  really 
think  I  have  felt  fomuchj  can  feel  no  more. 
An  icy  coldnefs  creeps  through  my  veins  y 
I?  am  feized  at  times  with .  fhiverings ;  my 
pulfes  throb  fo  violently,  that  I  hear  them 
on  my  pillow.  I  got  up  to  write,  but  can- 
not hold  the  pen,  Maria  !  the  hour  per* 
haps  approaches— 1  know  not  what  I  would 
fay — perhaps  I  fhall  foon  be  well.  Maria] 
my  friead  !  farewell.  Remember  in  your 
prayers  your  affli&ed  Julia,  who  is  inca- 
pable of  praying  for  herfelf. 

LET.TE.fc 
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LETTER    LXXX; 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford* 

Harwopd. 

My  dear  Friend, 

It  is  the  lafl  wretched  refource  of  the 
jealous,  to  feek  relief  in  the  confirmation 
of  thofe  very  fads,  from  the  bare  fufpicion 
of  which  all  their  mifery  arifes-,- 

■    Though  you  may   conceive  the  torment r 
of  that  fufpenfe  in  which  I  have  been  held : 
fince  Thurfday,  you  know  me  too  well  to 
believe,  that  to  rid  myfelf  even  of  that  dif- 
trading  uncertainty,  I  could  be  guilty  of 
a  mean  or  diihonourable  adtion.     Alas, , 
my  friend  !  I  am  no  longer  doubtful  or 
uncertain.     Convi&ion,  fatal   convi&ion, , 
ftas  reached  me,  and  overwhelmed  in  ruin  \ 
all  my  gay  profpe&s  of  happinefs. 
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Oh,  Julia  !  by  what  fatality  have  we 
been  condemned  to  purfue  virtue,  and, 
inftead  of  felicity,  obtain  only  difappoint- 
ment  ;  to  wifh  each  other's  happinefs,  and 
yet  render  each  other  completely  mife- 
rable ! 

Belford  !  it  is  now  palpable  !  I  have 
cruelly  deceived  myfelf;  I  have  never  pof- 
feffed  the  heart  of  my  wife,  whofe  virtues 
increafe  my  ^fteem  and  admiration,  at  the 
very  inftant  when  I  learn  that  my  misfor- 
tune is  without  remedy;  that  I  can  never 
hope  to  obtain  her  love. 

This  morning,  after  giving  fome  orders 
to  my  work  people,  I  returned  to  the 
breakfafting  parlour,  with  a  defignof  read- 
ing to  Lady  Mortimer  Mifs  Seyward's 
beautiful  poem  of  Louifa,  which  fhe  had. 
never  feen.  But,  not  finding  her  there,  I 
went  up  to  her   dreffing-room,   in  which 

there 
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there  is  a  book-clofet,  where  fhe  ufpally 
fpends  an  hour  after  breakfaft. 

The  door  being  open,  I  entered,  and 
throwing  myfelf  down  on  a  fofa,  refolved 
to  wait  for  her  return. 

Soon  after,  I  heard  Julia  fpeaking  to  a 
country-woman,  who  followed  her  into 
the  drefling-room,  and  whom  I  fuppofed  to 
be  one  of  her  numerous  penfioners.  Being 
engaged  with  a  book,  I  paid  no  regard  to 
the  converfation,  which  I  was  prevented 
from  hearing  diftinttly,  by  the  door  of  the 
clofet  being  almoft  fhut.  Not  long  did  I 
remain  in  this  ttate  of  indifference  :  My 
attention  was  fuddenly  roufed,  by  the 
dreaded  name  of  Rivers,  pronounced  with 
a  faultering  voice  by  Lady  Mortimer,  who 
was  talking  to  his  nurfe.  My  firfl  im«' 
pulfe  was  inftantly  to  quit  the  clofet,  but 
reflecting   how  greatly   my  appearance  at 

that 


MISS   G  SEVILLE,         35 

that   moment  mufl:  furprife  my  unhappy 
wife,  I  refolved  to  continue  where  I  was. 

My  confufion  was  too  great  to  allow  of 
my  attending  diftin&ly  to  what  paffed.  It 
was  fufficient  to  convince  me,  that  the  an- 
guifh  of  my  Julia's  mind  is  not  inferior  to 
that  which  fhe  has  innocently  infli&ed  on 
her  wretched  hufband. 

After  talking  to  nurfe  fome  time,   *  In- 

*  deed,'  replied  fhe,  ?  your  La'fhip   may 

*  believe   me,  nothing   was   farther  from 
6  my  thoughts  than  to  offend  you  ;   but 

*  how    could    I    think    you    would    be 

*  angry  for  putting  you  in  mind  of  old 
6  ftories,  and  how   much  young   mafier 

*  loves  you/ 

You  miftake  me,  anfwered  Lady  Morti- 
mer, you  have  not  offended  me  j  but  I 
wifli  to  make  you  underftand  that  it  is  not 

pru-r 
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prudent  to  mention  thefe  things  before  my 
hufband. 


*  I'm  fure,  pleafe  your  La'fhip,  had  I 
?  known  the  gentleman  was  your  hufband, 
4  I  would  have  been  burnt  fooner  than  ut- 
c  ter  a  word  of  the  matter,  and  neither 
c  will  I  again,  even  though  young  mafter 
4  himfelf  fhould  afk  me.' 

How,  nurfe,  demanded  Lady  Morti- 
mer in  great  agitation,  did  you  ever  men- 
tion this  fubjed  to  Lord  Rivers  ? 

«  Why,  your  La'fhip  knows,*  anfwered 
Ihe,  in  fome  confufion,  c  I  could  not  tell 
6  a  lie,  when  he  came  on  Thurfday, 
6  and  afked  me  if  your  La'fhip  had  met 
c  with  any  mifhap,  as  he  had  feen  Sir 
1  Charles  and  the  chariot  ftanding  at  the 
'-door  J' 

And 
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And  pray  what  did  you  tell  him,  haftily 
demanded  Lady  Mortimer  ? 

<  Why  nothing  at  all,  but  that  your  La'- 
c  fnip  feemed  very  poorly,  and  forbade  me 
Q  to  talk  of  him,  and  former  days  ;  and 
i  was  all  in  a  tremble  when  I  mentioned 
'  his  having  lifted  you  out  of  the  water  j 
c  and  as  how  you  faid  thefe  thing?  were 
'  all  over  now,  and  you  was  married,  and 
6  bid  me  fay  nothing  more  aboui  them/ 

After  a  deep  figh,  and  a  paufe  of  fome 
minutes,  c  Nurfe/  faid  Lady  Mortimer,  in 
a  weak  voice,  c  I  beg  you'll  be  very  at- 
€  tentive  to  what  I  am  going  to  fay.  The 
c  only  reafon  of  my  afking  you  thefe  que- 
€  ftions,  was,  my  fear  left  your  impiu- 
<  dence  might  involve  Lord  Rivers  and 
c  my  hufband  in  a  quarrel.  It  would  be 
c  very  improper  that  the  world  fliould 
(  know  any  of  thefe  circumftances  you 
4  have  juft  told  me  ;  let  me  therefore  have 
Vol,  Iir.  D  <  yoiu 
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f  your  promife,  that  you  will  never  open 
e  your  lips  on  this  fubjeft  to  any  creature, 
c  unlefs  you  could  bear  to  fee  me  made 

*  miferable/ 

c  Heaven  forbid  V  exclaimed  the  good 
creature  \  c  I  will  not  only  give  your  La'- 

4  fliip  my  word,   but   my  Bible  oath,  ne- 

*  ver  to  utter  a  fyllable  of  the  matter  ;  no 
c  not  to  my  own  hufband,  thof  he  can 
c  keep  a  fecret  as  well  as  either  Lord  or 
c  Lady/ 

After  this,  Lady  Mortimer  remained 
fome  minutes  alone  in  the  dreffing-room, 
and  gave  way  to  the  moft  extreme  afflic- 
tion. Mine  was  cruelly  aggravated  by  the 
impoffibility  of  alleviating  her's. 

At  length  {he  retired,  and  I  returned  to 
my  own  apartment,  in  a  date  of  mind 
hardly  to  be  conceived.  To  avoid  the 
neceffity  of  feeing  her  fufFer  affli&ion,  that 

will 
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will  only  be  increafed  by  my  prefence,  I 
fhall  fet  out  inftantly  for  R — ,  on  pretence 
of  bufmefs,  which  will  detain  me  till  the 
evening.       To-morrow   I   (hall   defpatch 

this. Oh  Heaven  !    what  hope,  what 

relief,  can  to-morrow  bring  to  your  wretch- 
ed friend, 

Charles  Mortimer  ? 


In  Continuation. 

I  did  not  return  till  ten  laft  night.  I 
found  Julia  in  bed,  and  very  much  indif- 
pofed.  She  wifhed  me  to  retire  to  ano- 
ther apartment,  left  (he  fhould  difturb  meV 
I  was  alarmed  by  the  tremor  in  her  voice, 
and  could  not  bear  to  leave  her  in  fuch  a 
fituation.  After  a  night  paffed  in  greater 
diftrefs  than  I  can  defcribe,  which  was 
augmented  by  the  confcioufnefs  that  Deep 
was  as  much  a  ftranger  to  my  affli£ted 
partner  as  to  myfelf,   I  arofe,  and  having 

D  2  begged 


40  MISS   GREVILLE. 

begged  her  to  lie  quiet  for  fome  time,  if 
poffible,  to  obtain  that  reft  of  which  {he 
{lands  in  great  need,  I  am  fet  d  nvn  to 
pour  out  to  you  thofe  griefs  which  I  fee! 
infupportable.  O  Belford  !  what  can  I  do 
for  the  relief  of  my  fuffering,  my  moft  de- 
ferving  wife  ?  I  could  bear  my  own,  but 
her  diftrefs  perfectly  unmans  me. 

Rivers  muft  foon  return  to  America. 
He  is  young  and  amiable  :  Some  other 
object  may  efface  from  his  heart  that  paf- 
fion,  which  now  to  cherifh  would  be  cri- 
minal. From  time,  from  abfence,  much 
may  be  expe&ed.  In  him  inconstancy 
would  be  a  virtue. 

But,  Julia  !  moft  admired,  moft  unhap- 
py, what  remains  for  thee  ?  What  can  the 
moft  tender  affiduity,  of  the  moft  affe&io- 
nate  hufband,  do  more,  than  add  to  all 
thy  cruel  fufferings,  the  anguifh  of  felf- 
reproach.  Heaven  only  knows  how  I  love, 

how 
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how  I  pity,  thee ;  how  far,  how  very  far, 
my  heart,  which  is  almoft  burliing,  is 
from  reproaching  thee  ! 

A  meffage  is  this  moment  brought  me  j 
Lady  Mortimer  got  up  to  write.  She 
was  feized  with  fainting  fits,  is  put  to  bed 
very  ill,  and  defires  to  fee  me  without  a 
moment's  delay.  My  God  !  what  will  be- 
come of  me  ? 


LETTER    LXXXI. 

To  Mifs  Herbert^  from  Lady  Mortimer's  Maid. 

Harwood. 
Sir  Charles  bids  me  inform  you,  ho- 
noured Madam,  that  my  beloved  miftrefs  is 
very  ill.  I  have  delayed  acquainting  you 
with  her  dangerous  fituation  from  day  to 
day,  in  expectation  of  her  being  better.  5 
but,  alas,  Ihe  grows  worfe  and  worfe  every 
hour.  I  know  not  which  you  would  pity 
moft,  my  mailer  or  miftrefs.  He  neither 
eats  nor  fleeps,  never  ftirs  from  her  bed- 

D  3  fiflc. 
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fide,  and  is  quite  inconfolable.  The  phy- 
ficians  fay  my  Lady  has  juft  one  chance  for 
life.  Ah,  Madam  !  them  that  are  gone 
have  much  to  anfwer  for. 

As  my  Lady  left  her  lafl  letter  on  her  # 
writing  table,  and  fhe  was  uilable  to  get 
up  to  fihifh  it,  fhe  defired  me  to  fold  it, 
and  addrefs  it  to  you.  It  was  all  wet  with 
Jier  tears.  Will  you,  dear  Madam,  for- 
give the  prefumption  of  the  fervant  that 
loves  her  as  her  own  life  ?  I  did  look  into 
the  letter,  for  I  faw  my  Lady's  great  afflic- 
tion, and  well  did  I  guefs  the  caufe  j  for  I 
knew  the  love  young  Lord  Rivers  and  fhe 
bore  each  other  long  ago  ;  and  many  a 
fait  tear  I  have  wept  for  my  beloved  mif- 
trefs,  when  I  thought  he  was  never  to  re- 
turn. Oh,  Madam  !  it  would  have  been 
better  now  for  all  parties  if  he  never  had. 

Clofe  by  the  letter  lay  this  paper,  which 
I  think  fafefl  to  inclofe  to  you,  dear  Ma- 
dam,  as  I  am  fure  my  beloved  miftrefs 

would 
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would  not  choofe  any  one  to  fee  it,  and 
nobody  can  tell  into  whofe  hands  it  might 
fall.  If  it  pleafe  Heaven  to  reftore  her, 
fuch  things  would  only  ferve  to  renew  her 
grief  ;  and  perhaps  fhe  may  not  recollect 
her  having  written  it,  as  the  fever  had 
greatly  difordered  her  head,  before  fhe 
was  carried  to  bed. 

c  Retired  from  the  hurry  of  the  world9 
,  c  to  thefe  quiet  moments,  when  e  the  foul 
cc  calls  itfelf  to  account,  and  gives  itfelfau- 
"  dience  amidfl  the  filence  of  the  paffions,* 
c  I  find  myfeif  (landing  on  the  brink  of  an 
c  immenfe  abyfs,  into  which  one  fatal  ftep 

*  may  plunge  me,  and  leave  me  in  a  ftate 

*  of  wretchednefs,  of  which  I  cannot  even 
4  form  an  idea,  and  from  which  all  hope 

*  of  relief  is  cut  off  forever  ! 

'  Great  God  !  whom  in  fmcerity  I  have 
c  endeavoured  to  obey,  pity,  ftrejigthen* 
c  and  direct  me  ! 


lu 
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6  In  one  moment  of  madnefs,  ftiall  all 
c  the  mercy  of  Heaven  be  forgotten,  all 
c  my  facred  engagements  renounced,  the 
c  happinefs  and  honour  of  my  faithful  con- 
c  fiding  hufband  betrayed,  my  peace  ruin- 
c  ed,  my  enjoyment  of  this  life  poifoned, 
c  my  hopes  of  a  better  utterly  deftroyed ! 

4 And    for   what  would   I    quit   the 

€  path  of  redtitude,  the  fweet  confcioufnefs 
€  of  innocence,  the  approving  fmiles  of  the 
c  world,  the  honeft  joy  of  a  fair  fame  ?  to 

*  forfeit,  in  one  guilty  moment,  the  efteem 
c  of  a  hufband  to  whom  I  owe  the  ftrong- 

*  eft  obligations  of  duty  and  gratitude  ;  to 

*  requite  his  confidence,   by  the  violation 

*  of  his  and  my  own  honour  j  to  renounce 
c  all  title  to  the  refpeft,   even  of  the  man 

*  whofe  love  1  fhould  pretend  to  reward, 
c  by  this  dreadful  facrifice  j  to  take  from 

*  the  belt  of  human  paffions  every  ami- 
'  able  and  refpe&able  quality ;  and  to 
c  defcend  to  a  level  with  the  meaneft  of 

*  the  human  race.  To  fee  every  brow  eloud- 

*  fid  at  my  approach,  every  eye  averte4 

'  from 
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*  from  mine,   and  the  tongue  filent  with 

*  fhame,   that   wont  to  be  loudeft  in  my 
4  praife  ! 

c  Forbid,  O  heavenly  Father !  forbid 
f  the  guilty  thought.  Let  not  imagina- 
c  tion  prefume  to  enter  thefe  unhallowed 

*  paths!  Recall  me  by  thy  powerful  voice  ! 
€  Reftore    me  to  thy  favour!    Oh  reftorc 

*  me  to  reafon,  to  duty,  to  myfelf  !'■■ 

Friday  morning* 

Indeed,  dear  Madam,  my  heart  will 
break  j  the  fever  increafes,  and  Sir  Charles 
feems  ftupified  with  grief.  My  Lady  is 
often  carried,  efpecially  when  flie  firft  goes 
to  fleep,  and  very  little  of  that  Ihe  has. 
James  and  I  prevailed  on  my  poor  mafter 
to  retire  a  while,  and  go  to  bed  in  another 
room  laft  night.  My  Lady  opened  the  cur- 
tain, and  feeing  nobody  but  me,  c  Where 
6  is  Sir  Charles,  Sally  V  faid  {he,  in  a  low 
voice.  c  Are  you  fure  my  father  will  not 
'  deftroy  him  too  ?'  I  clofed  the  curtain,  in 

hopes 
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hopes  fhe  would  go  to  reft  ;  but  fhe  ftarted 
every  moment ;  and  at  one  time  cried  fo 
loud,  that  Sir  Charles  heard  her,  and 
came  haftiiy  into  the  room,  looking  as 
pale  as  death*  When  fhe  faw  him,  fhe 
ftretched  out  her  arms,  and  folding  them 
round  his  neck,  c  O  !  come,  come,  my 
c  deareft  hufband,'  faidihe,  6  you  mult  not 
€  leave  me :  Though  I  have  not  loved  you 
'  as  I  ought,  I  will  love  no  one  elfe  any 
4  more/  He  feated  himfelf  on  the  bed,  held 
her  burning  hands  in  his,  made  a  fign  for 
me  to  fit  down  at  a  little  diftance,  and 
ftrove  to  compofe  my  dear  Lady  to  reft. 
She  often  dropt  afleep  for  five  minutes, 
but  always  awaked  delirious. 

About  midnight  I  heard  her  fay,  c  Tell 

*  me  not  that  I  am  guiltlefs !  is  not  my  foul 

*  contaminated  ?  Did  not  my  lips  profane 
c  the  facred  indiffoluble  vow,  when  I  pro- 
c  mifed  to  love  one,  while  another  had  my 
c  heart  V  Then,  after  a  long  paufe,  c  Yet 
6  Heaven  is  my  witnefs  1   I  would  not  hurt 

my 
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6  my  hufband — I  pity  thee  Rivers — I  once 
*  could  do  more, — but  thefe  times  are 
c  gone,  gone  forever  V 

At  another  time,  x  O  do  not  frown,  my 
«  love — you  ought  rather  to  pity.  I  cannot 
c  bear  your  anger ;  I  will  not  again  do  any 
4  thing  to  deferve  it.— Indeed,  Sir  Charles, 
4  I  with  never  to  behold  the  unfortunate, 
4  abufed,  deceived  Rivers:  But  your  gentle 
4  heart  would  companionate  him,  did  you 
4  know  all  !' 

After  this,  flie  fell  into  a  profound  fleep, 
in  which  fhe  continued  for  more  than  two 
hours  ;  then  awaked  with  thefe  words, 
which,  without  any  figns  of  diforder  or 
confufion,  Ihe  pronounced  in  a  low  and 
diftincl  voice.  6  My  God  !  I  thank  thee, 
4  who  haft  opened  my  eyes  to  behold  my 
c  danger,  and  given  me  ftrength  to  fly 
'  from  it  !   Oh  never  let  this  heart,  which 

4  reveres 
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€ 


reveres  thy  laws,  wander  from  thee  or 


c  virtue  more  !* 


After  another  foft  flumber,  fhe  became 
quite  compofed,  took  a  little  fuftenance 
from  Sir  Charles,  and  feeing  him  greatly 
affe&ed  whilft  fupporting  her  in  his  arms, 
fhe  leant  her  head  on  his  bofom,  and  rai- 
fing  her  mild  eyes,  fwimming  in  tears,  fhe 
fixed  them  on  him,  with  the  look  of  a  be- 
nignant angel:  c  Pardon,  Sir  Charles/ faid 
fhe,  c  Oh  pardon  all  the  grief,  the  trouble 
c  1  have  given  you  !  my  life  !  my  hufband  ! 
c  Heaven  has  reftored  me  to  your  prayers  ; 
€  I  will  yet  live  to  be  grateful  for  all  your 
c  goodnefs,  and  (I  humbly  truft)  toteake 
c  you  truly  happy  !* 

Never,  Madam,  did  I  witnefs  fo  affect- 
ing a  fcene.  Sir  Charles  gazed  on  her 
with  fomething  more  than  admiration, 
with  ^reverence,  and  idolizing  affe&ion. 
And,  after  thanking  God  for  her  fafety, 

and 
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and  preffing  her  to  his  heart,  Be  compo- 
fed,  be  well,  my  Julia,  fald  he,  and  I  fhall 
be  completely  bled.  The  continuance  of 
your  health  would  only  have  made  us  con- 
tented ;  the  reftoration  of  it  will  make  us 
happy ! 

I  will  now  fend  my  letter  away,  becaufe 
I  can  with  truth  affure  you,  Madam,  that 
my  Lady  is  certainly  out  of  danger.  Sir 
Charles  will  hardly  credit  the  phyficians, 
whilft  all  the  fervants  are  half  crazy  writh 
joy.  For  my  part,  I  am  now  as  fick 
with  happinefs  as  I  was  with  forrow.  May 
Heaven  long  continue  her  precious  life. 
Though  it  feems  ungenerous  to  wifh  the 
delay  of  a  change  of  infinite  advantage  to 
her ;  yet  furely,  dear  Madam,  as  our  good 
old  James  obferves,  her  blifs  is  not  delay- 
ed by  her  recovery,  fince  Heaven  mull  in« 
habit  fuch  a  foul  as  her's.  Again  craving 
your  forgivenefs  for  my  preiumption,  and 
Vol.  III.  E  all 
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all  the  errors  of  this  hurried  letter,  I  fub- 
fcribe  myfelf,  with  becoming  refpe&, 
Madam, 

Your  moll  humble, 
Obedient  fervant, 

Sally  Dormer. 


LETTER     LXXXII. 
From  the  fame. 
•Madam, 

Harwood. 

I  think  myfelf  highly  honoured  by  the 
few  lines  you  fent  me,  and,  agreeably  to 
your  defire,  take  up  my  pen  to  affure  you, 
that  Lady  Mortimer,  though  (till  very 
weak,  is  free  from  all  complaints  ;  and, 
notwithflanding  her  late  danger,  the  phy- 
ficians  fay,  that  the  event  they  dreaded 
will  not  now  happen,  if  great  care  is  taken 
to  keep  her  quiet.  Sure  I  am,  dear  Ma- 
dam. 
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dam,  were  my  Lady  Queen  of  Great  Bri- 
tain, flie  could  not  be  better  attended,  or 
get  more  prefcriptions.  Every  one  thinks 
it  a  privilege  to  be  near  her,  and  would 
fly  to  ferve  her  ;  but  Sir  Charles  will  not 
permit  her  to  take  any  thing,  except  out  of 
his  own  hand. 

You  would  be  delighted,  dear  Madam, 
for  the  love  you  bear  my  miftrefs,  to  fee 
how  flie  is  beloved  by  all  the  gentry  round. 
John  has  got  a  lift  of  names,  two  yards 
long,  of  people  wrho  fent  here  every  day 
to  inquire  after  her.  But  that  name  i> 
not  down  which  fliould  be  ofteneft  there. 
For,  though  Lord  Cleveland,  and  the 
fweet  young  Ladies,  fent  twice  every  day, 
Lord  Rivers  came  every  evening,  in  the 
dufk,  to  the  alcove  at  the  bottom  of  the 
garden,  and  fent  for  me,  and  made  me  tell 
him  every  circumftance  about  my  Lady. 
And  yet  I  did  not  tell  him  all  neither;  for 
I  was  fo  frightened,   when  he  afked  me  if 

D  2  ever 
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ever  fhe  mentioned  his  name,  that  I  begged 
him,  for  Heaven's  fake,  not  to  aik  me  any 
more  queftions.  I  never  faw  grief  equal 
to  his.  I  am  fure  my  heart  bleeds  for  him 
more  than  ever.  Ah  Madam  1  did  he 
know  all ! — but  that  he  never  muft. 

My  Lady  and  Sir  Charles  comfort  each 
other,  and  really  feem  quite  happy  j  but 
poor  Lord  Rivers  has  none  to  comfort 
him.  c  Sally/  faid  he  laft  night,  with  a 
heavy  figh,  c  I  fhall  not  come  here  any 
4  more  ;  it  might  difpleafe  your  miftrefs ; 
4  therefore  do  not  mention  to  her  my  ha- 

*  ving  been  here  at  all/ 

I  promifed,  and  would  have  kept  my 
word  j  but  my  Lady,  when  there  was  no 
one  elfe  in  the  room,  afked  me  to  read  o- 
ver  the  names.     When  1  was  done,  c  Is 

*  there  no  one  belides,  Sally  ?'  laid  fhe.  I 
"knew  what  my  Lady  meant,  and  could  not 
bear  that  fhe  fhould  think  herfelf  negle&ed 

by 
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by  one  who  was  once  fo  dear  to  her  ;  fo  I 
even  told  her  all  the  truth.  She  made  me 
weep  with  her  goodnefs. 

'  Sally/  faid  foe,  c  we  wrere  brought  up 

*  together,  and  you  have  ever  been  more 

*  like  my  fitter  than  fervant.  You  know 
c  that  my  affe&ions  were  once  another's ; 
1  but  they   are   now    immoveably    fixed 

*  where  they  ought  to  be,  on  the  kindeft 

*  of  hufbands,  and  the  moft  generous  of 
4  men.  I  pity  Lord  Rivers  with  my 
1  whole  heart  ;  we  were  both  cruelly  de- 
6  ceived  ;  but  may  both  be  much  happier 
4  in  the  difappointment,   than  wre  fliould 

*  perhaps  have  been  in  the  completion  of 

*  our  wifhes.     The  near  profpedfc  of  ano- 

*  ther  world,  my  good  girl,  fet  all  the  con* 
%  cerns  of  this  in  a  new  mid  ftriking  light ; 
c  and  even  convinced  me,  that  fuch  a  de- 

*  gree  of  happinefs,    as  would   tend  too 

*  ftrongly  to  attach  us  to  earth,  by  banifh- 
4  ing  from  our  thoughts  our  future  defti- 

E  3  c  nation^ 
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*  nation,  would  in  the  end  be  productive 

*  of  mifery.  Let  us  remember,  that  each 
c  day  is  a  ftep  advanced  in  the  fhort  jour- 
c  ney  of  life,  and  drive  to  ad  that  part 
6  now,  which  we  (hall  wifh  to  have  a&ed, 

*  when  we  reach  its  clofe.' 

I  am  fure,  Madam,  if  ever  there  was  a 
faint  on  earth,  fhe  is  one  ;  and  I  always 
feared  moft,  when  I  thought  of  all  her 
good  deeds  j  for  fuch  people  are  oftenefl 
taken  away,  from  this  bad  world,  to  that 
heaven  where  only  they  can  be  fafe  and 
happy.  My  dear  Lady  bids  me  fay,  that 
fhe  will  foon  write  to  you  herfelf  ;  but  I 
fancy  Cnt  muft  afk  Sir  Charles's  leave 
firft ;  for  he  is  fo  much  afraid  of  her  re- 
lapfing,  that  he  hardly  ever  leaves  her, 

I  am, 

Madam, 

Your  very  refpe&ful, 
Humble  fervant, 

Sally  Dormer, 

LETTER 
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LETTER    LXXXIII. 

Lord  Rivers  to  Captain  Stanley. 

I  confefs,  Stanley,  you  have  caufe  to 
reproach,  but  far  more  to  pity  me.  This 
fickening  apathy  renders  every  exertion 
painful,  and  every  employment  burden- 
fome.  Of  what  can  I  write  ?  of  what  in- 
quire ?  What  now;,  in  this  world,  can 
excite  one  defire  in  that  bread  which  grief 
and  defpair  entirely  poffefs  ?  Oh,  my 
friend !  how  infupportable  is  the  load  of 
life,  when  not  one  hope  remains  to  lighten 
the  intolerable  burden  ! 

The  bitternefs  of  felf-reproach  is  now 
added  to  the  anguifli  of  disappointment.' 
To  inflid  unneceffary  pain,  on  whatever 
pretence,  is  ungenerous.     I  ought  to  have 
Ihunned  Lady  Mortimer,  convinced  as  I 

was* 
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was,  that  fhe  could  not  behold,  without 
extreme  uneafmefs,  a  perfon  (he  had  fo 
greatly  injured. 

Stanley  !  I  know  not  what  to  think ! 
The  violent  agitation  fhe  betrayed  at  our 
lad  interview,  and  the  long  and  dangerous 
illnefs  by  which  it  was  fucceeded,  con- 
vince me  that  (he  is  ftill  far  from  being 
indifferent,  and  that  the  refentment  fhe  fo 
ftrongly  expreffed,  was  occafioned  rather 
by  grief  than  contempt. 

« 
The  reproaches  {he  then  made  me  dwell 

forever  on  my  mind.  In  vain  I  ftrive  to 
comprehend  their  myfterious  meaning. 
Unhappy  Julia  !  how  has  one  error  alter- 
ed thy  whole  character !  Is  it  not  fufficient 
to  be  unkind  and  faithlefs !  Mufl  you  be 
alfo  fevere  and  unjuft  I 

I  fhall  foon  bid  her  and  England  an  e- 
ternal  adieu.     Yet,  ere  I  go,  it  would  af- 
ford 
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ford  me  fome  fmall  confolation,  to  learn 
from  her  own  lips  the  caufe  of  her  ftrange 
conduft.  Alas,  my  friend  !  even  this  poor 
confolation  will,  I  fear,  be  denied.  After 
expreftly  prohibiting  me  from  writing,  af- 
ter flying  from  me  at  the  very  moment 
when  chance  prefented  her  with  an  oppor- 
tunity of  trying  to  excufe,  to  vindicate 
herfelf,  what  hope  remains  that  fhe  will 
ever  condefcend  to  do  fo  ?  My  friend  !  her 
actions  cannot  bear  an  explanation.  Her 
marriage  with  Sir  Charles  Mortimer  is  a 
ftronger  proof  of  the  natural,  the  aftonifh- 
ing  levity  of  her  difpofition,  than  even  that 
with  Lord  Rochdale  could  have  been  of 
her  avarice* 

Would  to  Heaven  that  I  could  oblite- 
rate all  remembrance  of  her  former  affec- 
tion, by  that  of  her  mconfcancy  ;  and  tear 
from  my  heart  an  image  which  is  utterly 
unworthy  to  poffefs  it. 

Like 
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Like  a  forlorn  wretch,  I  ft  ill  linger 
near  the  fcenes,  where  my  happinefs  lies 
buried. 

It  (hall  not  long  be  fo.  Though  I  can- 
not hope  to  recover  my  own  peace,  my 
prefence  fhall  not  interrupt  her's ;  nor  will 
I,  by  a  conduft  fo  unmanly,  forfeit  your 
friendfhip, — the  only  good  on  earth  I 
prize. 

I  will  embark  for  America  in  the  very 
firft  Tranfports  ;  and,  fmce  life  can  no 
longer  be  enjoyed,  feek  relief  in  an  honour- 
able death,  I  can  never  wifh  even  to  re- 
gain Lady  Mortimer's  affections  ;  but,  O 
Stanley !  I  ftill  wifh  to  preferve  her  efteem, 
and  to  force  her  to  regret  him  whom  fhe 
has  voluntarily  abandoned.     Farewell. 

George  Rivers. 


LETTER 
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LETTER    LXXXIV. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

With  weak  eyes,  and  a  feeble  hand,  I 
once  more  take  up  my  pen,  to  thank  the 
kindeft,  beft  of  friends,  for  all  thofe  ex- 
preffions  of  fympathy  and  tendernefs  that 
have  foothed  and  confoled  my  heart  in  the 
hours  of  extreme  affii&ion,  and  during  a 
tedious  and  alarming  illnefs.  Ah,  Maria  ! 
in  what  a  light  does  my  former  weaknefs 
now  appear  !  While  (landing  on  the  very 
confines  of  the  unfeen  world,  how  vain 
feem  the  cares,  how  tranfient  the  fuffer- 
ings,  how  empty  the  pleafures,  how  crimi- 
nal the  frailties,  connected  wTith  our  pre- 
fent  ftate  !  Hardly  dare  I  trufl  myfelf  to 
look  back  to  that  giddy  height,  from 
which  my  tortured  imagination  recoils 
appalled,  and  from   which   my  criminal 

paffion 
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paffion  feemed  ready  to  precipitate  me. 
Hardly  dare  1  recoiled  the  horrors  that 
feized  my  mind,  when  I  thought  myfelf 
about  to  appear  in  the  prefence  of  imma- 
culate purity.  Thofe  errors  which  I  had 
pardoned  as  involuntary  weaknefs,  appear- 
ed at  that  awful  crifis  little  lefs  than  pre- 
meditated crimes.  My  ingratitude  to  the 
hufband,  whofe  whole  care  was  to  render 
me  happy,  whofe  whole  happinefs  depend- 
ed on  my  affe&ion  ; — my  guilt,  in  nou- 
rifhing  a  criminal  preference,  which  I 
fhuddered  to  avow,  which  I  never  could 
indulge,  without  the  certainty  of  mifery 
and  ruin ;  the  danger  of  lofing  the  efleem 
of  my  hufband,  of  deftroying  my  peace, 
of  forfeiting  the  favour  of  Heaven  ;  thefe, 
thefe,  Maria  !  pierced  my  foul  with  an- 
guifh,  and  even  overturned  my  feeble  rea- 
fon. 

From  this  deplorable  depth  of  darknefs 
and  woe,  the  hand  of  the  Almighty  hath 

been 
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been  ftretched  out  to  fave  me.  Whifft  I 
fhudder  at  the  recolleftion  of  my  late  dan- 
ger, I  thankfully  acknowledge  my  deliver- 
ance ;  and  humbly  and  ardently  pray,  that. 
God  may  confirm  my  refoiutions  for  vir- 
tue, and  eftabliih  my  feet  in  thofe  paths 
that  are  at  once  pleafantnefs  arid  peace. 

The  firfl  ftep  towards  my  fecurity  lhall 
be  that  of  laying  open  my  heart  to  my 
hufband.  Thank  Heayen,  I  entertain  not 
one  thought  there  but  what  he  may  be- 
hold without  uneafinefs,  and  even  with 
pleafure.  I  know  the  noblenefs  of  his 
foul ;  his  approbation  will  envigorate  my 
refolution,  and  animate  my  perfeverance  j 
his  confirmed  efteem  will  teach  me  to  re- 
fpect  myfelf.  The  next  fhall  be  that  of 
writing  to  the  amiable  unfortunate  Rivers. 
Sometimes  I  have  thought  of  feeing  him; 
but  I  am  fo  very  weak,  and  eafily  agita- 
ted, that  I  dare  not  hazard  an  interview. 
Sir    Charles    watches   every   movement, 

Vol.  III.  F  fhuns 
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fhuns  every  affecting  fubje£t,  and  the  care 
with  which  he  avoids  the  one  atprefent  rnoft 
interefting  to  my  heart,  ftiews  too  plainly 
how  deep  an  impreflion  it  has  made  on 
his  own.  How  noble  is  his  condud,  how 
lingular  his  delicacy,  how  unequalled  his 
tendernefs  !  But  I  hear  his  foot  on  the 
flairs,  and  muft  haftily  fold  this  up,  that 
he  may  not  fee  how  much  I  have  written. 
Your 

Julia  Mortimer, 


LETTER    LXXXV. 


Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 


Harwood, 


At  length  the  affe&ing  interview  is  o- 
Ter,  the  confeffion  made,  and  the  criminal 
abfolved!  O  more,  far  more,  Maria!  ad- 
anired,  praifed,  endeared,  to  the  heart  of 

the 
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the  generous  hufband,    who   too  fondly 
doats  on  her. 

Yes,  Maria !  it  is  with  truth  moralifts 
affirm  that  virtue  is  its  own  reward.  If 
the  practice  of  virtue  will  not  enfure 
complete  happinefs,  in  a  ftate  intended  for 
difciplme,  it  will  at  leaft  fupply  a  (lore  of 
felf- approving  reflections,  from  which  the 
mind  may  derive  peace  and  confolation, 
even  in  its  faddeft  hour. 

Confcious  that  I  have  a£ted  right  in 
flying  from  Rivers,  in  refolving  never  to 
fee  him  more,  in  ft  riving  to  do  juftice  to 
the  fuperior  worth  and  boundlefs  affedtion 
of  my  hufband,  my  foul  has  attained  a 
heavenly  quiet,  which  nothing,  I  truftj 
will  again  interrupt, 

For  feveral  days  paft,  Sir  Charles  has 
carried  me  out  a  little  way  in  the  phaeton  j 
and.   as   the  roads  cut  through  the  woods 

F  2  are 
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are  remarkably  fmooth,  and  the  weather 
ftill  clear  and  dry,  I  have  gained  furpri* 
fingly  fince  I  began  thefe  little  excur- 
fions. 

Laft  night,  Sir  Charles  afked  me,  whe- 
ther I  had  no  curiofity  to  try  my  ftrength 
in  a  fhort  walk,  and  propofed  going  the 
length  of  the  alcove,  I  was  furprifed,  on 
reaching  it,  to  find  it  adorned  with  fome 
pretty  landfcapes  from  the  adjacent  coun- 
try- which  you  know  is  beautiful  ;  and 
ftill  more  fo5  when  Sir  Charles  arofe,  and 
preffing  a  little  fpring  in  the  wall,  a  door 
fiew  open,  and  discovered  a  frnall  maho- 
gany defk,  with  fhelves,  on  which  were 
arranged  an  elegant  affortment  of  books. 
4  Here,  my  Julia/  faid  he5  4  when  you  tire 

*  of  your  own  thoughts,  you   may   arnufe 
c  jourfelf  with  thofe  of  your  friends   and 

*  favourites  :    There   is  only    one   recefs 

*  here/  continued  he,  c  the  power  of  which 
c  I  {hall  hold  as  difcretionary  :     My   love 

'  mu.fi 
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*  muft  not  dwell  too  much  on  affefling 
6  fcenes,  and  melancholy  obje&s.*  .  I 
looked  furprifed,  when  Sir  Charles,  to  a* 
void  ftartling  me,  told  me  he  had  ordered 
my  mother's  portrait,  which  hung  in  the 
drawing-room,  to  be  brought  here,  and 
placed  witha  curtain  before  it,  in  another 
recefs,  of  which  he  prefented  me  the  key. 
This  inftance  of  delicate  attention  quite 
charmed  me ;  I  gave  way  to  the  fir  ft  grate- 
ful impulfe  of  my  heart,  and  wept  the 
thanks  I  could  not  fpeak.  Refolved  on* 
my  confeffion,  this  feerned  a  favourable 
moment ;  but  my  heart  throbbed  with  fuch 
violence,  that  I  could  not  articulate  a 
fingle  word* 

Whether  Sir  Charles  gueffed  my  defigr^ 
I  know  not ;  but  he  inftantly  arofe,  and 
preferring  me  his  arm,  told  me  I'muft  not 
ftay  too  long,  for  fear  of  the  damps,  and 
conducted  me  home. 
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This  evening,  the  weather  being  re- 
markably fine,  after  a  foft  fhower,  I  (troll- 
ed down  the  honeyfuckle  walk.  There 
was  a  folemn  ftillnefs  in  the  air,  which  was 
perfe&ly  in  unifon  with  the  tone  of  my 
mind.  I  was  regaled  with  odours  from 
the  birch  and  fweet  briar,  and  liftened- 
with  delight  to  the  notes  of  a  thrufh,  who- 
feemed  to  linger  in  the  fhade  after  all  his 
companions,  in  order  to  ferenade  me.  By 
the  time  I  reached  the  lake,  the  whole  iky 
was  in  a  glow,  and  the  fantaftic  forms  of 
the  broken  clouds  were:  relieved  from  its 
furface,  with  a  beauty  above  all  defcrip^ 
tion.  I  fat  down  to  contemplate  the  Iafl 
trembling  rays  of  the  fun,  which  now 
gilded  the  wood,  and  to  liften  to  4  the 
*  drowfy  tinkling s  of  the  diflant  folds.' 


The  fob er  twilight  that  facceeded,  fuit- 
ecLthe  languor  of  my  fpirits.  My  thoughts 
were  wrapt  in  contemplation,  and  my 
mind.foothed  to  a  degree  of  melancholy 

tran^ 
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tranquility,  when  I  was  roufed  by  the  voice 
of  my  hufband.  He  approached,  and  ta- 
king hold  of  my  hand,  gently  chid  me  for 
going  out  alone,  ff  Ah,  Sir  Charles  !" 
faid .1,  "  I  have  need  fometimes  to  retire 
— to  reflect— to  think  of  what  is  paft — my 
folly — my  ingratitude — this  is  a  facrifice 
due  to  Heaven — to  .you — befl  an&dearefl." 
here  my  weak  fpirits  entirely  forfook 
me,  and  1  fell  motipnlefs-  into  the  arms  of 
my  hufband. 

He  preffed  me  to  his  bofom.  "My 
Julia,  my  life,"  faid  he,  "  do  not  pain 
my  heart  ;  do  not  talk  at  prefent  of  what 
too  much  agitates  your's.  O  be  aflured, 
my  love,  I  know  the  rectitude,  the  fpotlefs 
purity  of  that  heart — 1  am  even  confident 
that  I  now  pofifefs  its  undivided  affe&ion* 
—Let  us  quit  the  fubjeft,  my  Julia,  let  us 
return  home."  "  Oh  never,  never,5*  re- 
peated I,  covering  my  face  with  my  hand- 
kerchief, "  till  I  have  opened  to  you  its 

moib 
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moft  fecret  recefs,  and  fhewn  you  all  its 
weaknefs." 


"  My  exalted  angel,"  interrupted  he, 
Ci  its  weaknefs  has  been  virtue,  humanity, 
compaffion !  But  what  have  been  its  noble 
ftruggles  !  how  admirable  the  fortitude ! 
how  glorious  the  conqueft  !"  A  fhow- 
er  of  tears  having  fomewhat  relieved 
me,  I  entreated  Sir  Charles,  in  the  moft 
earned  manner,  to  liften  to  me  a  few  mi- 
nutes. I  then  briefly  communicated  the 
particulars  of  my  firft  meeting,  and  early 
attachment  to  Rivers  ;  the  fatal  difcovery 
of  the  letters,  my  fubfequent  diftrefs,  and 
the  unalterable  refolution  I  had  formed,  of 
never  again  beholding  him  ;  and  ended 
with  my  intention  of  writing  immediately 
to  Rivers,  and  making  the  fame  confeffion 
to  him,  as  the  ftrongeft  proof  I  could  give, 
that  my  friendfhip  and  efteem  for  him 
were  increafed,  whilfl  my  love  was  no 
snore* 

"  Tulia!^ 
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"Julia  !"  faid  he,  gazing  on  me  with 
the  mofl  melting  tendernefs,  u  you  was  e- 
ver  admired,  ever  elteemed  ; — you,  you 
only  know  how  ardently  beloved  !  But 
where  is  the  language  that  can  exprefs  the 
admiration,  the  delight,  the  facred  enthu- 
fiafm,  with  which  I  now  look  up  to  your 
exalted  virtues  !  Yes,  mod  admirable, 
moft  ingenuous  of  your  fex,  I  regard  you 
not  only  as  my  heart's  chofen  friend  and 
companion  through  the  various  journey  of 
life,  but  as  a  benignant  angel  fent  to  con- 
duQ:  me  to  thofe  manfions  of  purity  and 
peace,  where  our  joys  (hall  know -no  in* 
terruption,  our  felicity  no  end," 

I  arofe,  and  opening  the  recefs,  and 
drawing  back  the  curtain,  "  If  thou,  be- 
loved parent,"  faid  I,  "  art  a  prefent, 
though  invifible,  witnefs  of  the  felicity  of 
thy  child,  how  mud  thy  heart  expand,  e- 
ven  to  rapture,  to  behold  her  fnatched 
from  perdition,   by  the  remembrance  of 

thy 
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thy  early  inftruftions,  and  confirmed  in 
virtue,  by  that  of  thy  biamelefs  life  !* 
Then  kneeling,  and  raifing  my  clafped 
hands  to  Heaven,  "  Do  thou,  O  Omni- 
fcient !  witnefs  of  my  inmoft  thoughts,  be- 
hold with  compaffion  the  fmcerity  of  my 
contrition,  and  sffifl  the  refolutions  now 
formed  in  thy  fight/' 

The  tears  of  my  hufband  accompanied 
mine,  and  for  fome  moments  he  remained 
loft  in  filent  aftonifhment.  He  raifed  me 
from  the  ground,  clafped  me  to  his  bo- 
fom,  and  entreated  me,  in  the  molt  earnefl 
manner,  to  return  home,  and  never  again 
endanger  myfelf  by  fuch  agitating  fcenes* 
But,  indeed,  Maria,  his  fears  are  ground- 
lefs  ;  the  burden  which  this  conversation 
has  removed  from  my  mind,  has  not  only 
reftored  me  to  peace,  but  chearfulnefs.  It 
is  only  clouded  by  the  doubtfulnefs  I  feel 
with  refpeft  to  the  manner  in  which  1 
ought  to  addrefs  the  unhappy  Rivers. 

Per- 
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Perhaps  it  might  tend  mod  effe&ually 
to  extirpate  the  remains  of  his  ill-fated 
paffion,  were  I  to  leave  him  in  his  error 
with  refped  to  my  conduft.  But,  if  he  is 
the  noble,  the  generous  Rivers  I  once 
knew  him,  he  would  rather  fuffer  the  ex* 
quifite  pangs  of  hopelefs,  unavailing  re- 
gret, which  the  difcovery  of  my  innocence 
muit  occafion,  than  continue,  as  now,  to 
believe  me  guilty,  and  be  forced  to  defpife 
the  obje£t  of  his  once  tender  efteem  and 
affedtioru 

1  have  repeatedly  written  and  blotted, 
and  ftill  feel  my  fpirits  fo  unequal  to  the 
tafk,  that  I  mull  delay  it  till  a  night's 
ileep  has  reftored  them. 

Good  night,  my  friend  ;  may  Heaven 
watch  over  your  flumbers,  and  may  you 
awake  to  that  fweet  contentment  and  tran- 
quility which  is  the  portion  of  virtue,  and 
the  companion  of  innocence. 

Julia  Mortimeju 

Lady 


;2  MISS  GREVILLE* 


Lady  Mortimer  to  Lord  Rivers. 

"  After  fliunning  you  with  fo  much 
care,  after  fuffering  fuch  pain  in  your  pre- 
fence,  after  being  reduced  to  the  borders 
of  the  grave,  by  the  fight  of  your  diflrefs, 
you,  my  Lord,  can  be  at  no  Iofs  to  guefs 
the  caufe  of  my  behaviour.  It  mud  have 
convinced  you  that  you  flill  held  too  dear 
a  place  in  a  heart,  which  duty,  honour, 
gratitude,  had  forever  devoted  to  another. 

<c  Mifled  by  circumflances  too  painful  to 
be  enumerated,  I  believed  you  inconftant, 
ungrateful,  perfidious.  1  believed  it  my 
duty  to  drive  you  from  my  heart,  and  to 
bcftow  my  hand  on  another.  Alas  !  we 
were  both  cruelly  deceived.  Heaven,  in 
mercy,  hath  brought  me  to  the  verge  of 
the  grave,  that  at  the  awful  moment  of  ap- 
proaching diflblution,  when  the  voice  of 
confcierice  is  heard,  and  that  of  the  paf- 

fions- 
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fions  is  filent,  I  might  fee  the  bafenefs,  the 
danger  of  harbouring  a  fentiment  in  my 
bofom  which  was  treafonable  to  the  beft 
of  hufbands,  and  which,  till  that  moment, 
I  never  had  conquered,  becaufe,  till  that 
moment,  I  never  had  ferioufly  refolved, 
and  vigoroufly  endeavoured  to  do  fo. 

u  I  make  you  this  confeffion,  my  Lord, 
without  referve,  though  not  without  fliame. 
At  the  altar,  I  vowed  that  honour  and  o- 
bedience  to  Sir  Charles  Mortimer,  wrhich 
It  is  the  pleafure  of  my  life  to  pay ;  but  I 
did  more  ;  I  vowed  that  love,  which  I  was 
confcious  I  had  not  to  beftow.  That  love 
is  now  added  to  my  confirmed  efteem  and 
tender  gratitude,  for  a  conduct  influenced 
t>y  every  principle  that  can  exalt  and  en- 
dear the  human  character.  He  has  long 
loved  your's.  It  is  with  his  perfect  appro- 
bation I  now  make  you  this  confeffion.  If 
the  tender  friendfhip  of  two  perfons  to 
whom  you  are  unfpeakably  dear,  can  con- 
V01-.  III.  G  fole 
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fole  you  for  a  difappointment,  of  the  bitter- 
nefs  of  which  they  areboth  qualified  to  judge, 
you  may  be  comforted.  And,  if  any  fpark 
ftiould  remain  of  that  love  you  once  bore 
me,  let  the  facred  flame  be  converted  into 
friendfhip,  confecrated  to  honour,  and  fed 
by  the  generous  joy  of  beholding  me  truly 
happy." 


This  letter,  my  dear  Maria,  I  fent  by 
James  three  days  ago,  with  orders  that  it 
Ihould  be  delivered  into  the  hands  of  Lord 
Rivers.  I  have  received  no  anfwer  ;  but 
had  the  mortification  of  hearing  from  La- 
4y  Sophia,  who  called  here  this  morning, 
that  her  brother  has  been  fo  ill  as  to  keep 
his  chamber.  Mod  amiable,  ill-fated  Ri- 
vers !  how  my  heart  bleeds  for  thy  diftrefs  ! 
His  gentle  fitter  would  not  be  abfent  from 
him  to  day,  but  fays,  if  he  is  better  to- 
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morrow,  fhe  will  come  and  fpend  the  day 
with  me.  Never  have  I  met  with  more 
prepoffeffing  modefty  and  fweetnefs  than 
are  expreffed  in  the  countenance  and  man* 
ners  of  this  young  Lady  ;  fhe  feems  to  re- 
gard me  too  with  that  flattering  preference 
which  makes  itfelf  known  to  the  heart, 
without  the  aid  of  language. 

The  conftant  endeavours  of  my  hufband 
to  render  me  happy,  produce  all  the  ef- 
fects he  wifhes,  and  difFufe  through  my 
foul,  now  freed  from  reflraint  and  appre- 
henfion,  a  ferene  tranquility,  which  the 
fweet  fcenes  and  quiet  of  the  country 
ferve  daily  to  confirm.  Sir  Charles,  too, 
has  regained  all  his  natural  chearfulnefs. 
Indeed,  his  tendernefs  for  me  feems  to  in- 
creafe  in  proportion  to  the  efforts  I  make 
to  deferve  it.  Every  inftance  of  com- 
phifance,  every  obliging  expreffion,  or 
look  of  affeftion,  he  receives  with  marks 
of  fuch  lively  fenfibility,  as  leads-  me  to 
G  2  bellow 
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beftowmore  tendernefs  on  him,  than  I  e- 
ver  thought  it  poffible  I  could  feel,  far  lefs 
exprefs.  He  fcarcely  ever  leaves  me  a- 
lone  ;  reads  fuch  books  as  he  thinks  will 
amufe  and  intereft  me  ;  occupies  me  in 
making  improvements  on  the  houfe  and 
gardens ;  and  carries  me  to  vifit  the  cotta- 
gers, that  I  may  enjoy  the  mod  refined 
luxury,  that  of  relieving  the  diftreffes,  re- 
warding the  induftrious,  and  promoting 
the  comfort  and  profperity  of  all  around 
me, 

This  morning  -we  fet  out  in  the  phaeton. 
as  ufual.  After  conducing  me  into  the 
tnickeft  part  of  the  wood,  on  finding  the 
carriage  could  go  no  farther,  Sir  Charles 
flopped,  and  alighting,  afked  me,  fmiling^ 
"  if  I  would  truft  myfelf  with  him  in  the 
Cave  of  the  Enchanter  ?"  "  With  all  my 
lieart,"  1  replied  ;  and  giving;  him  my 
hand,  told  him,  "  That,  as  I  flattered  my- 
felf 1  had  now  forever  fecured  him  in  my 

toils* 
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toils,  i  would  truft  myfelf  with  him  in  any 
part  of  the  globe." 

Having  committed  the  reins  to  James, 
and  defired  him  to  drive  the  horfes  gently 
about  till  we  fhould  return,  he  condufted 
me,  by  a  narrow  winding  path,  down  a 
bank  fo  dark  with  hazel  and  oak  trees, 
that  I  felt  a  pleafing  fort  of  horror  thrill 
through  my  nerves.  I  flopped  to  contem- 
plate this  fcene,  which  was  quite  new  to 
me.  Sir  Charles  beheld  my  furprife  with 
marks  of  lively  fatisfa&ion.  "  Do  not  be 
afraid  to  follow  me,  Julia,"  faid  he; 
"  Truft  me,  I  would  not  hurt  you  if  I 
tould  ;  and  you  have  nothing  to  fear  from 
the  machinations  of  a  Merlin  himfelf, 
whilft  furrounded  with  the  arms  of  your 
hufband." 

By;this  time  we  reached  a  frhall  caverrv 
which  opened  into  a  grotto,  the  Gothic 
windows  of  which  overlooked  the  river*, 

G.3  that 
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that  ruflied  over  the  broken  rocks  with 
the  moft  foothing  murmur. 

Nature,  my  dear  Maria,  has  beftowed 
on  this  favoured  fpot  her  wildeft,  moft 
touching  beauties.  liow  preferable  are 
fuch  to  the  expenfive  labours  of  art  ?  That 
tafte  muft  be  vitiated  in  a  great  degree, 
that  can  prefer  an  imitation  to  an  originaL 
In  fa£t,  our  moft  elegant  improvements 
only  deferve  that  name,  when  they  artfully 
mimic  their  fublime  pattern.  To  tranf- 
plant  fome  of  the  graces  of  the  highly  po- 
lifhed,  to  the  rude  uncultivated  fcene,  and 
ikilfully  to  contraft  her  bold  and  fublime 
with  her  fimpler  and  more  modeft  beaur 
ties,  is, all  that  art  can  do  to  heighten  the 
Charms,  of  nature, 

Tranfported  with  this  unexpected  and 
beautiful  profpe£t,T  threw  myfelf  down  om 
one  of  the  mofly   feats,   to  admire  it  at 
greyer  leifur^  j   but  the  ajr  feeling  m.oift. 
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in  the  grotto,  Sir  Charles  would  not  allow 
me  to  continue  there.  cc  Since  you  ap- 
prove of  my  tafte  in  the  folemn,  let  me 
fee,"  faid  he,  "  whether  you  think  Ihave 
been  equally  fuccefsful  in,  the  gayer  ftile." 
Blefs  me  !  exclaimed  I,  will  you  never 
weary  of  furprifing  and,  inchanting  me .?. 
"  Never,"  replied  he,  "  if  I  am  always  thus 
fortunate  in  pleafing  you."  Again  pre- 
fenting  me  with  his  arm,  he  led  me  out  of 
the  cavern,,  and  purfuing  the  narrow  path 
a  little  farther,  it  fuddenly  terminated  in 
a  fweet  inclofure,  adorned  with  variety  of 
flowers  and  fhrubs,  in  the  middle  of  which, 
furrounded  with  high  trees,  flood  a  temple 
infcribed  to  Solitude. 

"  You  may  now  reft  in  fafety  after  your 
fatigues,"  faid  Sir  Charles,  "  I  ihall  con* 
fider  this  Temple  as  facred  to  you,  and 
never  will  intrude  here,  unlefs  when  invi- 
ted* But,  may  I  not  flatter  mylelf  that  I 
£haJLl  fometimes  be  a  welcome  gueft  ?  May 
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I  not  hope  that  my  gentle  love  will  admit 
me  to  a  (hare  even  of  her  moil:  facred  and 
ferious  reflexions  ?  f — — "  Indeed,  Sir 
Charles/5  returned  I,  with  tears  of  grati- 
tude, "  whenever  mine  are  of  a  nature  to 
afford  you  pleafure,  I  will  know  none  e* 
qual  to  that  of  fharing  them  with  you." 

Ah,  Maria,  will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  will 
the  wife  he  now  idolizes  be  ever  lefs  ten- 
derly efteemed,  lefs  fondly  beloved  ?  Hea- 
ven forbid  !  elfe  that  world,  to  which  his 
love  alone  has  brought  me  back,  would 
become  like  the  wafte  howling  defart  to 
the  forlorn  exile,  where  nothing  is  left  to 
hope,  to  wifh,  or  to  enjoy.  Hitherto  dif- 
appointment  has  croflfed  my  path  ;  I  will 
ftrive  to  believe  that  what  remains  of 
rhy  journey  Jleaven  will  ftrew  with  flow- 
ers. 

Adieu, 
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Adieu,  dear  and  amiable  friend  ;  you 
are  ever  prefent  to  the  thoughts,  and  dear 
to  the  heart  of  your 

Julia  Mortimer. 

LETTER    LXXXVL 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mr  Belford* 

Harwood. 

I  begin  to  think,  my  friend,  that,  with 
faculties  fo  limited  as  ours,  we  are  as  unable 
to  fupport,  without  finking,  an  excefs  of 
joy,  as  of  forrow.  When  laft  I  addrefled 
you,  I  was  in  a  ftate  little  fhort  of  diftrac- 
tion ;  my  misfortunes  appeared  to  be  with- 
out remedy  ;  and  the  lofs  of  my  Julia's  af- 
fection feemed  only  a  prelude  to  the  lofs 
of  herfelf. 

What  an  aftonifhing,  what  a  bleffed 
change  has  taken  place  in  my  fituation  I. 
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A  change,  which  the  almighty  power  of 
Heaven  could  alone  have  effe&ed,  and  for 
which  my  gratitude  will  be  as  lafting  as 
my  exiftence. 

Julia,  my  exalted  Julia,  reftored  from 
the  very  gates  of  death,  is  now  "  mine 
entirely,  mine  forever  !'* 

I  will  not  attempt  a  defcription  of  the 
deeply  affecting  fcenes  of  the  laft  fortnight ; 
never,  but  with  life,  fhall  they  be  erafed 
from  my  memory,  never  ceafe  to  infpire 
my  foul  with  love  and  admiration  of  the 
nioft  ingenuous,  noble,  and  virtuous,  of 
the  human  race. 

Oh  Belford  !  think  what  were  my  feel- 
ings, when  hiding  her  tears  and  blufhes  in 
my  bofom,  fhe  opened  her  whole  foul  to 
my  view!  revealed  her  former  paffion,  and, 
with  angelic  piety,  invoked  the  aid  Gf 
Heaven  to  affift  her  in  renouncing  forever 

an 


MISS   GREVILLE.  83 

an  attachment,  which  (he  now  regards  in 
the  mod  criminal  light. 

Nor  was  this  all :  While  repeating  the 
facred  vows  fhe  had  formerly  pledged  to 
me,  with  a  tendernefs  of  which  I  thought 
even  Julia  incapable,  fhe  returned  my 
fond  careffes,  and  allured  me,  in  the  mod 
folemn  manner,  that  1  now  poffeffed,  and 
^ver  Ihould  poflefs,  her  undivided  heart. 

Belford  !  my  kind  fympathifing  friend, 
whofe  companion  has  fupported  me  under 
the  preffure  of  intolerable  fufferings,  re- 
joice with  me  on  occafion  of  fo  unexpec- 
ted, fo  unhoped  a  felicity  ;  but  which,  till 
you  fhare  it,  feems  incomplete. 

Certainly,  the  fecure  poffeffion  of  any 
bleffing  never  affords  fuch  exquifite  enjoy- 
ment as  we  experience  on  its  being  refto- 
red,  after  having  trembled  with  painful 
apprehenfion  of  lofmg  it  forever, 

•  So 
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So  fudden,  fo  rapid,  has  been  the  revo- 
lution occafioned  in  my  mind,  in  one 
fhort  week,  that  I  am  hardly  yet  compofed 
enough  to  tafte  the  whole  of  my  happi- 
nefs. 

I  am  juft  returned  from  wandering 
with  my  Julia,  through  fields,  whofe  ver- 
dure and  fragrance  have  refrefhed  our  fen- 
fes.  How  delightful  is  the  enthufiafm  in- 
fpired  by  the  country?  How  peaceful,  how 
natural,  how  elegant,  the  pleafures  it  fup- 
plies  ?  We  have  followed,  at  a  diflance,  a 
band  of  reapers,  and  heard  with  fatisfac- 
tfon  their  ruftic  mufic,and  innocent  mirth, 
which  lighten  thofe  labours  that  Heaven 
has  appointed  to  be  at  once  the  means  of 
their  health,  fubfiftence,  and  enjoyment. 

After  liftening  to  the  mufic  of  the 
woods,  the  Treating  of  flocks,  and  the  mur- 
muring of  the  diftant  cafcade,  how  en- 
chanting is  it  to  raife  my  eyes  to  thofe  bf 
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my  lovely  companion,  and  read  there  the 
fame  tranfports  with  which  my  grateful 
heart  expands.  Belford  !  thefe  are  plea- 
fures  that  wound  not  on  reflexion,  nor 
pall  by  repetition.  Pleafures  that  are  only 
to  be  enjoyed  by  thofe  that  follow  where 
reafon  and  nature  lead  the  way. 

In  cities,  our  beft  feelings  are  wounded 
every  moment ;  every  flreet  prefents  ob- 
je<?"s  of  mifery,  with  whofe  fufferings  (the 
effe&s  of  depravity)  we  cannot  tenderly 
fympathize,  and  whofe  habitual  licentiouf- 
nefs  baffles  every  effort  of  benevolence  to 
relieve  them. 

Nothing  here  oifends  the  ear  of  modek 
ty,  or  checks  the  tear  of  compaffion :  Vice 
is  flill  frightful,  becaufe  not  familiar.  The 
alms  we  bellow  are  received  with  gratis 
tudej  -and,  whilft  applied  to  fuftain  the 
feeblenefs  of  age,  and  affuage  the  anguifh 
of  paiii,  we  glow  with  confcious  elevation 
Vol,  III.  H  of 


86        MISS     GREVILLE. 

of  foul ;  we  adore  Him  who  permits  us  to 
become  the  difpenfers  of  his  bounty ;  we 
afpire  to  refemble  the  great  Pattern  of 
Philanthropy,  and  co-operate  with  the 
purpofes  of  divine  mercy  towards  the  hu- 
man race,  in  diffufing  around  us  peace  and 
good-will. 

Write  foon,  and  affure  me  that  you 
have  already  forgotten  all  the  uneafinefs 
occafioned  by  my  late  diftrefs,  in  your 
participation  of  the  prefent  unequalled  fe- 
licity of  your  faithful,  grateful,  and  affec- 
tionate friend, 

Charles  Mortimer, 


LETTER    LXXXVIL 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Lady  Mortimer. 

London. 

Yes,  deareft  Julia,  your  virtue  is  trium- 
phant, and  your  happinefs  fecure,  as  far 

as 


MISS   GREVILLE.  S; 

as  the  prefent  flat e  of  things  will  permit. 
I  fee,  with  tranfport  I  fee,  that  peace  has 
once  more  revifited  that  gentle  bofom, 
which  is  a  manfion  fuited  to  fuch  a  gueft, 
and  from  whence,  I  trait,  it  will  never  a- 
gain  be  banifhed. 

The  emptinefs  and  vanity  of  life  is  not, 
my  friend,  the  peevifh  complaint  of  dif- 
content  and  mifery  alone  ;  it  is  the  confef- 
fion  of  the  confcious  mind  in  the  height 
of  profperity,  and  in  the  hour  of  its  dear* 
eft  enjoyment.  Even  then,  fomething  is 
wanting  to  form  the  complete  happinefs  of 
beings  fuch  as  we  are  ;  a  fecurity,  a  liabi- 
lity, which  nothing  fublunary  can  admit 
of.  And,  could  we  fuppofe  a  human 
being  to  gain  poffeffion  of  every  wifh,  we 
fhould  foon  fee  him  more  miferable,  from 
that  poffeffion,  than  others  are  from  the  ab- 
fence,  of  their  darling  objects.  Hope  and 
fear,  in  our  prefent  date,  are  not  nly  ne- 
ceffary  to  the  health  of  the  foul,   out  even 

H  2  to 
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to  its  enjoyment ;  and  hence  it  appears^ 
that,  to  moderate,  not  extirpate  our  de- 
fires,  is  the  proper  office  of  reafon. 

It  affords  me  real  fatisfa£Hon  to  obferve 
the  growing  intimacy  between  you  and 
the  Cleveland  family  ;  nothing  will  tend 
more  effe&ually  to  reftore  the  amiable 
Rivers,  than  to  be  a  witnefs  of  your  hap- 
pinefs  with  Sir  Charles,  and  of  your  per- 
fe£l  eafe  when  in  company  with  himfelf. 
Befides  the  near  relation  between  Lord 
Cleveland  and  my  uncle  Stanley,  the  par- 
tial kindnefs  with  which  that  worthy  fa- 
mily treated  me,  at  a  period  when  youth 
and  inexperience  require  the  indulgence 
which  they  feldom  obtain,  will  forever  en- 
gage my  fincereft  gratitude. 

I  am  inchanted  with  your  vifit  to  the 
Temple ;  but,  fhould  fome  lucky  chance 
convey  me  foon  to  Harwood,  difappoint- 
ment,  not  pleafure,   would  be  the  confe- 

quence  \ 
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quence  ;  for  the  cave,  which  Nature's  felf 
has  fcooped,  is  not  fo  hollow,  the  rocks  fhe 
has  broken  fo  rugged,  the  roar  of  her  tor- 
rent fo  loud,  nor  the  gloom  of  her  woods 
fo  folemn,  as  thofe  which  your  glowing 
language  has  impreffed  on  my  Imagina- 
tion. Gladly,  however,  would  I  make  the 
trial  ;  but  that  at  prefent  is  impoffible  j  I 
muit  therefore  reft  contented,  with  affix- 
Ting  my  beloved  friend  of  the  ever  increa- 
fmg  efteem  and  tendernefs  of  her 

Maria  Herbert. 
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M'ifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley* 

At  length,  dear  Aunt,  your  Lucy  is  able 
to  throw  afide  all  referves,  and  give  you 
the  hiftory  of  her  little  light  heart.  With 
penetration  like  your's,  I  fuppofe  it  needs 
not  be  a  long  one  ;  for,  though  delicacy 

H  3  has 
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has  prevented  you  from  hinting  your  fu- 
fpicions,  you  mull  have  been  convinced* 
from  a  thoufand  circumftances,  that  Harry 
Stanley,  without  plan  concerted,  or  inten- 
tion declared,  had  flolen  into  the  garrifon, 
and  become  matter  of  all  its  ftores.  Hea- 
ven grant  he  may  think  a  conqueft  fo  ea- 
fily  gained  worth  keeping  ! 

But,  to  proceed  in  order  :  I  was  fitting 
yefterday  in  the  parlour  with  Maria,  when 
accident  placed  me  in  a  hotter  purgatory 
than  I  think  my  fins  defer ve.  The  fer- 
vant  entered  with  a  parcel  of  letters,  which 
he  delivered  to  her.  After  cafting  her 
eye  on  one  of  them,  (he  came  up,  and 
prefenting  it  to  me,  demanded,  "  how 
much  portage  I  would  willingly  give  for 
that  letter  ?"  The  moment  I  faw  the  ad- 
drefs,  my  confcious  heart  throbbed  fo  vio- 
lently, I  could  hardly  breathe. 

She 
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She  flily  repeated  her  queftion.  "  The 
poftage  muft  be  proportioned  to  the  value 
of  the  contents/'  replied  I.  "  And  are 
you  at  prefent  a  competent  judge  of  thefe? 
But  come,  come,"  continued  fhe  fmiling, 
with  provoking  archnefs,  "  I  will  give 
you  the  letter  gratis ,  on  condition  that  you 
will  read  it  in  my  prefence,  and  allow  me, 
mean  time,  to  read  vour  countenance*" 

I  feized  my  little  treafure,  flew  up  flairs, 
locked  myfelf  in  my  apartment,  read  the 
delightful  confirmation  of  all  I  wifhed  and 
expected,  and  with  implicit  faith  believed, 
as  faft  as  Harry  could  make  them,  thofe 
proteftations  of  everlafting  love,  which 
have  been  a  thoufand  times  made,  and  a 
thoufand  times  violated. 

"  Men  (fays  fomebody)  Would  fpare 
themfelves  a  great  deal  of  trouble  in  im- 
pofmg  on  us,  if  they  knew  how  eafy  the 

noblenefs 
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noblenefs  of  our  ideas   renders  their  de- 
ceits. 

"  A  woman  thinks  herfelf  degraded,  by 
fuppofmg  the  objed  of  her  affections  un- 
worthy ;  and  no  fooner  does  (he  love,  than 
fhe  discovers  more  perfections  in  her  lover 
than  he  dares  to  feign." 

Hany  tells  me,  that  he  was  infligated 
to  the  defperate  refolution  of  declaring  a 
paffion,  (which  by  his  own  confeffion,  I 
ought  not  to  approve,)  by  hearing  of  Cap- 
tain Orde's  addreffes  to  me.  But,  though 
a  new  lover,  like  new  wine,  may  intoxicate 
a  little,  the  fparkling  fermentation  of  gid- 
dy paffion  is  not  to  be  compared  with  the 
mellow  flavour  of  well  ripened  affection  j 
and  fuch  I  know  Harry's  to  be. 

On  mentioning  the  marriage  of  our  two 
young  friends  at  Windfor,  "  Happy  pair  !" 
exclaims  he,  "  happy  even  in  thofe  little 

embar- 
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embarraflments  which  give  you  an  oppor- 
tunity of  difcovering  to  each  other  the  de- 
licacy of  your  affection,  the  tendernefs  of 
your  gratitude,  the  difintereftednefs  of 
your  attachment. " 

This,  my  dear  Aunt,  is  fine  talking  j 
but,  were  Harry  intimately  acquainted 
with  thefe  fame  delegable  embaf  raffments* 
they  would  perhaps  have  as  few  charms 
for  him  as  for  me.  I  love  him  fincerely  j 
but  I  do  not  love  him  enough  to  make 
him  miferable  ;  nor  could  I  bear  the  re- 
flection, that,  by  a  cruel  indulgence  of  his 
wifhes  and  my  own,  I  had  involved  him 
in  infurmountable  difficulties. 

Patience  is  a  doctrine  which  mofl  men 
do  not  underftand,  and  which,  to  lovers,  is 
incomprehenfible.  Becaufe  I  will  not 
marry  him,  I  know  Harry  will  pretend  to 
queition  the  reality  of  my  affection  :  I  fhall 
not  difpute  the  fuperiority  of  his,  nor  wifh 

to 
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to  be  lefs  his  debtor  on  that  fcore  :  Nay, 
like  an  abfolute  bankrupt,  I  would  wil- 
lingly put  myfelf,  and  all  my  poffeffions, 
into  his  hands,  were  I  not  certain  that, 
like  other  mercilefs  creditors,  he  would 
obtain  nothing  by  this  meafure,  but  the 
cruerconfcioufnefs  of  depriving  me  of  li- 
berty, without  being  himfelf  a  gainer  by 
my  thraldom. 

His  happinefs  is  the  objeft  of  my  wifh- 
es ;  and,  however  we  may  at  prefent  difa- 
gree  about  the  means  of  promoting  it,  I 
trufl  he  fhall  be  convinced  of  my  tender- 
nefs,  by  a  thoufand  proofs,  which,  flow- 
ing from  the  heart,  make  their  way  to  the 
heart ;  are  born  with  affe&ion,  and  end 
but  with  life. 

I  need  not  enjoin  my  dear  Aunt  to  ob- 
serve the  fame  filence  on  this  fubje£l  as 
formerly.  I  cannot  mention  it  even  to 
Maria,  who  delicately  fliuns  entering  into 
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a  confidence,  which  (he  might  be  under 
a  neceffity  of  betraying,  if  queftioned  by 
my  father,  or  other  prudent  relations* 

I  really  wonder  whether  men  feel  as 
ftrangely  embarraffed  as  we  on  certain  oc- 
cafions.  The  moment  Harry's  name  is 
mentioned,  my  heart  beats  in  jufl  fuch  a 
regular  meafure,  as  a  young  drummer  at 
his  firft  exercife  ;  and  I  feel  as  if  there 
were  a  ^window  in  my  breaft,  through 
which  every  mortal  ©bferved  its  move- 
ments. I  am  refolved  to  regulate  them 
by  your  inftru&ions  j  and,  to  convince 
you  that  they  make  a  lading  impreffion, 
fhall  conclude  with  your  own  v/ords  on  a 
former  occafion : 

"  With  caution  does  it  become  frail 
and  ignorant'  mortals,  to  form  wifhes,  or 
too  anxioufly  indulge  them^  when  they 
arife*  Submiflion  >and  humility  are  belt 
fuited  to  our  dependent  flate ;  and  firm 

reliance 
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reliance  on  that  Wifdom  which  is  infal- 
lible, is  as  much  our  intereft  as  our  du- 
ty." 

Mine,  joined  with  fincere  afFe&ion,   is 
ever  your's, 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER     LXXXIX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

.    ,   Harwood. 

After  a  day  fpent  in  that  blifsful  quiet, 
u'hich  innocence  alone  can  enjoy,  and 
love  and  friendfhip  confer,  I  take  up  my 
pen  to  redouble  all  my  pleafures,  by 
communicating  them  to  you. 

Lady  Sophia  came  early,  and,  in  the 
moft  obliging  manner,  t@ld  me  flie  had 
brought  her  work,  to  fliew  me  that  fhe 

con- 
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fidered  herfelf  as  quite  at  home*  There  is 
a  ferious  fweetnefs  in  the  expreffion  of 
Lady  Sophia's  features,  that  interefts  your 
heart  the  moment  you  behold  her  ;  and 
the  complacency  of  her  manners  makes 
you  every  hour  more  pleafed  with  her,  by 
making  you  pleafed  with  yourfelf. 

I  could  not  help  blufhing  at  the  earneft- 
nefs  with  which  fhe  often  gazed  at  me  j 
and  the  fighs  that  frequently  dole  from  her 
gentle  bofom  almoft  perfuade  me  that  fhe 
is  the  confident  of  her  brother's  diftrefs. 
I  am  the  more  inclined  to  think  fo,  that 
fhe  fhunned  fpeaking  of  him  before  Sir 
Charles,  and  feemed  much  affe&ed  by  his 
kind  and  polite  attentions  to  me. 

How  happy  an  exemption  did  I  experi- 
ence, on  this  occafion,  from  that  agoni- 
zing confcioufhefs  which  the  name  of  Ri- 
vers ufed  formerly  to  awaken  !  I  fpoke  of 
him  to  Lady  Sophia  in  thofe  terms  of 
Vol.  III.  I  efteem 
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efteem  and  amity  which  are  due  to  his  me- 
rit. I  tenderly  regretted  his  indifpofition, 
and  even  bade  her  allure  him,  that  Sir 
Charles  joined  me  in  ardent  wifhes  for  his 
fpeedy  recovery.  I  alked,  whether  he  had 
thoughts  of  going  to  Bath?  She  anfwered, 
with  a  figh,  that  he  really  was  fo  irrefolute 
and  variable  in  his  prefent  plans,  it  was 
impoffible  to  know  on  what  he  would  de- 
termine.    „ 

Sir  Charles  drove  us  round  the  pleafure 
grounds,  and,  at  my  requeft,  conduced 
Lady  Sophia  into  the  Cavern  and  Temple, 
with  which  (he  feemed  quite  charmed. 
"  Since  your  Ladyfhip  is  fo  fond  of  retire- 
ment,"  faid  Sir  Charles,  "  and  Lady  Mor- 
timer is  not  yet  able  for  the  fatigue  of  vi- 
fiting,  I  think  you  could  not  do  us  a  mere 
kind,  and,  I  hope  I  may  add,  a  more  a- 
greeable  aaion,  than  return  here  on  Mon- 
day, and  fpend  the  day  in  rambling  about 

the 
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the  woods  together,  as  I  am  obliged  to  be 
abfent  on  particular  bufmefs." 

"  With  all  my  heart,"  replied  Lady  So- 
phia, with  the  moft  engaging  franknefs. 
"  I  begin,  however,  to  repent  this  rafh  re- 
queft,"  faid  Sir  Charles.  "  I  fear  the  pre- 
fence  of  her  friend  will  prevent  my  Julia 
from  regretting  the  abfence  of  her  huf- 
band/V 

"  Ah,  there  is*  no  danger,"  replied  fhe, 
with  a  fweet  fmile,  "  that  Sophia  Rivers 
will  ever  fupplant  Sir  Charles  Morti- 
mer." 

Maria!  what  tendernefs,  what  fuperior 
delicacy  does  Sir  Charles  poffefs  !  After 
Lady  Sophia  left  me,  he  came  into  my 
dreffing  room.  "  Icome  to  afk  your  ad- 
vice, Julia,"  faid  he ;  "  I  really  know  not 
how  to  a£t  with  refpe£t  to  poor  Rivers.  I 
am  a  thoufand  times  more  than  ever  inte- 
I  2.  refted 
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refted  in  his  peace ;  I  know  nothing  I 
would  not  gladly  undertake  to  promote  it; 
but  I  fear  the  very  attentions  of  a  fucceff- 
ful  rival,  might  appear  like  an  infult  to  a 
heart  yet  bleeding  from  recent  difappoint- 
ment. — Heaven  knows  how  much  I  pity, 
how  fincerely  elteem  him ! 

"  I  rode  out  this  evening  with  an  in- 
tention to  call  at  the  Grove  ;  but,  as  I  ap- 
proached the  avenue,  my  refolution  failed 
me.  The  thought  of  giving  pain  to  a 
mind  like  his,  is  agony.  He  was  juft 
mounting  his  horfe  as  I  came  within 
fight  of  the  houfe  ;  and,  the  moment  he 
perceived  me,  he  turned  another  way,  and 
rode  haftily  out  of  fight. — Unhappy,  de- 
ferring Rivers !  may  Heaven  reftore  thee 
to  health  and  peace,  if  not  to  happinefs  l" 

I  agreed  with  my  hufband,  that  it  would 
be  better  to  decline  vifiting  at  the  Grove, 

till 
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till  time  fhould  affuage  that  diftrefs,  which 
at  prefent  could  not  admit  of  any  relief. 

Adieu,  my  much  loved  friend  ;  may  Hea- 
ven's bed  bleffings  ever  furroundyou,  prays 
your 

Julia  Mortimer, 


LETTER     XCV 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harwood. 
Maria !  fhall  I  never  know  peace  !  Sir 
Charles  is  abfent,  my  burfting  heart  feeks ' 
for  fome  one,  to  whom  it  may  pour  forth 
its  forrows  !— O  amiable,  refpe&able,  ever 
to  be  lamented  Rivers  !  whether  fhall  I 
mod  admire  thy  virtues,  or  deplore  thy 
misfortunes!  May  that  pitying  God,  who 
has  reftored  comfort  to  my  bofom,  grant 
ihee  fpeedy  confolation  !  may  it  defcend  to 

I  3  thee 
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thee  from   Heaven  !    for,  alas !    I  fear  it 
will  never  be  found  by  thee  on  earth ! 

Sir   Charles,   as  he  propofed,  fet   out 
early  this   morning.     Having  waited  for 
Lady  Sophia   two  hours   longer  than  our 
appointed  time  of  meeting,   I  ordered  the 
phaeton  ;  and  having  put  a   volume  of 
Cowley  in  my  pocket,  made  James  drive 
me  into  the  wood,  and  return  and  wait  for 
Lady  Sophia,  telling  him  ihe  would  either 
find  me  at  the  Temple  or  Grotto,  Having 
fauntered  about  the  wood  till  I  was  tired* 
I  entered  the  Temple ;   and  fitting  down, 
took  out  my  book,  and  read  the  beautiful 
and  pathetic  lines,  occafioned  by  the  death 
©f  the  author's  friend. 

A  croud  of  tender  ideas  affbciated  with 
this  fubjeft,  my  laft  night's  converfation 
with  Sir  Charles,  the  account  of  the  diftrefe 
and  indifpofition  of  Rivers,  pity  for  his 
luimerited  fufferings,  and  fear  left  increa- 

8og 
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fihg  illnefs  had  detained  his  fitter  from 
me,  all  united  to  agitate  my  mind,  and  o- 
verwhelm  my  fpirits  to  fuch  a  degree,  that 
I  diflblved  in  tears.  I  held  my  handker- 
chief to  my  eyes,  and,  fupporting  my  head 
an  my  hand,  gave  way  for  fome  minutes 
Co  the  violence  of  my  emotions.  Judge  if 
they  were  leffened,  when,  on  raifing  my 
eyes,  I  beheld  Rivers  himfelf  ftanding  be* 
fore  me,  pale  and  motionlefs  as  a  ftatue. 
I  fcreamed  aloud  with  furprife,  and,  not 
knowing  what  I  did,  exclaimed,  "  Hea- 
vens !  it  is  Rivers  I  it  is  himfelf!" 

After  a  few  moments  of  profound  fi* 
fence,  I  arofe,  and  affuming  all  the  eafe 
and  compofure  I  could  command,  u  My 
JLord,M  faid  I,  "  this  is  a  pleafure  I  did 
not  expeft."  He  attempted  to  anfwer  me 
in  the  fame  ftilej  but  his  voice  faultered'fo 
much,  he  could  hardly  articulate.  "  I 
eome*  Madam/'  replied  he,  "  to  make  my 

Mer'a 
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fitter's  apology,  who  is  detained  at  home 
by  the  arrival  of  company*" 

My  weak  limbs  trembled  fo  violently, 
I  was  obliged  to  fit  down.  I  defired  Lord 
Rivers  to  be  feated,  and  endeavoured  to 
fay  fomething,  I  know  not  what.  He 
threw  himfelf  on  a  feat.  We  both  re- 
mained filent ;  then,  after  feveral  vain  at- 
tempts to  ftart  fome  fubjefl:,  to  which  he- 
did  not  feem  to  pay  any  attention,  he  arofe, 
and  approaching  me,  faid,  with  a  folemn 
and  affefting  tone,  fixing  his  eyes  fted^ 
faftly  on  my  face,  iC  This  is  the  laft  time 
my  prefence  fhall  give  you  pain — You 
have  a&ed  greatly — fear  not  to  complete 
what  you  have  fo  nobly  begun.  "  Tell 
me,  Julia/'  continued  he,  with  a  look  of 
inconceivable  anguifh,  Jff  tell  me,  I  befeech 
you,  what  are  the  dreadful  circumftances 
too  painful  to  be  enumerated?  who  has 
deceived  us  ?  who  has  ruined  me  beyond 
redemption  ?" 
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I  rofe,  and  taking  hold  of  his  hand, 
"  Rivers,"  faid  I,  "  I  know  of  what  exer- 
tions a  foul  like  your's  is  capable  :  I 
will  not  diffemble  with  you  :  1  will  not 
fear  to  tell  you  all  :  But,  Oh  Rivers  !  as 
you  value  my  prefent,  my  everlalting 
peace — by  that  tendernefs  which  united 
us — that  reduced  me  to  defpair — that  al- 
moft  deprived  me  of  exiftence — ftrive,  O 
generoufly  drive,  to  follow  my  example. 
Make  a  facrifice  of  your  deareft  hopes  to 
Heaven,  which  would  doubtlefs  have  ac- 
complifhed  them,  had  their  fuccefs  been 
compatible  with  our  felicity." 

He  withdrew  to  a  diftance  from  me, 
and  leaning  his  forehead  againft  one  of 
the  pillars,  burft  into  an  agony  of  grief. 
Maria !  imagine  what  I  felt  at  that  mo- 
ment ! 

Inftead  of  feeming  to  pay  any  attention 
to  his  extreme   affli&ion,   I  ftruggled  to 

fupprefs 
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fupprefs  my  own  ;  whilft,  with  as  much 
fortitude  as  I  could  exert,  I  communi- 
cated to  him  the  various  circumftances 
which  had  combined  to  deceive  us,  my 
fubfequent  diftrefles,  the  generofity  of  Sir 
Charles,  and  lafdy,  the  difcovery  of  the 
letters  in  my  father's  repofitory. 

The  moment  I  mentioned  them,  he 
feemed  entirely  to  forget  I  was  prefent. 
He  threw  himfelf  with  violence  on  the 
ground  ;  he  wept,  he  raved,  he  curfed  the 
authors  of  our  mifery ;  he  even  implored 
from  Heaven  the  diflblution  of  a  being 
which  was  now  become  infupportable. 
Unable  to  behold  fuch  a  fpe&aele  of  woe, 
I  rofe  to  retire ;  but  was  too  feeble  to 
walk  without  affiftance.  "  Rivers !"  faid 
I,  c<  you  terrify,  you  affiift  me  ;  I  wifhed 
to  fpeak  you  comfort,  but  you  drive  me 
from  your  prefence.  After  what  I  have 
fuffered  for  your  fake,  is  it  generous  thus 
to  difturb  my  peace,  to  overwhelm  me 

with 
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with  affli£ion  !  I  wifli  to  be  your  friend  ; 
but  you  renounce  my  profered  kindnefs-" 
— u  My  friend  !"  repeated  he  wildly  ; 
"  O  Julia  .'!  idol  of  my  diftratted  foul !  is 
this,  is  this  all  that  remains  for  the  wret- 
ched Rivers  !" 

I  continued  filent  with  inexpreffible  an- 
guifh.  He  took  hold  of  my  hand,  and 
bathing  it  with  tears,  "  Tell  me,  Julia/5 
faid  he,  with  frightful  earneftnefs,  "  tell 
me,  I  conjure  you,  "  is  it  really  poffible 
you  no  longer  love  me,  that  you  have  a- 
bandoned  me  to  utter  defpair  ! — Oh  !  and 
is  all  forgotten  !  Your  vows,  a  thou- 
fand  times  repeated,  in  prefence  of  Hea- 
ven, to  be  only,  unalterably  mine  ? — Di- 
ilradion  ! — Are  you  not  the  wife  of  Mor- 
timer ? — But,  what  are  Mortimer's  claims 
to  mine  ?"  cried  he,  darting  up,  and  look- 
ing wildly  round,  "  I  loved  you  firft, — I 
firfl  poffeffed  your  heart,  and  only  with 
life  will  I  refign  it !" 

Quite 
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Quite  terrified  wich  the  violence  of  his 
manner,  I  again  attempted  rifmg.  With 
a  frantic  air  he  caught  hold  of  my  gown. 
fc  Stay,  one  moment  ftay,"  cried  he  with 
vehemence.  i€  Hear  me,  Julia — compaf- 
fionate  him, you  once  tenderly  loved — 
Remember  this  is  the  laft  time  thefe  eyes 
fliall  ever  behold  you. — Oh  flay  and  wit- 
nefs  the  anguifh  of  my  foul, — and  if  you 
<;an  no  more — at  leafl  pity,  while  you  re- 
nounce me  forever  !" 

A  flood  of  tears  came  to  my  relief. 
"  Unhapppy  Rivers,"  faid  I,  "  I  do  pity 
you  with  my  whole  heart.  But,  by  that  very 
tendernefs  you  profefs  for  me,  fhew  your- 
felf  worthy  of  my  efteem:  Reflect,  I  be- 
feech  you,  that  I  am  indeed  the  wife  of 
another,  and  do  not  deftroy  me  by  talk- 
ing in  this  manner." 

After  many  fruitiefs  attempts  to  reply, 
he  rofe,  and  walked  towards  the  window, 

where 


MISS   OR  E  VILLE.         109 

where  he  flood  for  fevcral  minute:,  with 
hi>  hands  clafped  over  his  forehead,  and 
hi*  eyes  raifed  towards  Heaven  •  then 
returning  (lowly  towards  me,  and  fixing 
them  mournfully  on  my  face,  with  a  faint 
and  tremulous  voice,  ci  Julia  \n  faid  he, 
"  it  is  paft  i  the  dreadful  conflift  is  part  ! 
O  pardon  the  unhappy  man,  who  thus 
cruelly  afliiccs  you  !  he  will  do  fo  no 
more.  Your  pious  example,  your  afto- 
nifhing  fortitude,  have  at  length  prevail- 
ed,  and  I  now  look  up  to  you  with  reve- 
rence, as  to  a  fuperior  being  !"  Then 
gently  taking  my  hand,  and  preffing  it  to 
his  lips  :  "  Angelic  purity  !  exalted  good- 
nefs  !"  faid  he,  "  fear  nothing  more  from 
the  phrenzy,  the  extravagance  of  a  man, 
whom  your  virtue  will  at  length  reftoreto 
reafon,  to  honour,  to  filent  uncomplain- 
ing fubmiffion.  Yes  !  though  I  will  love 
you  with  ardour,  love  you  till  death,  I 
(hall  tafte  the  fweet  confolation  of  being 
allured,  that  I  (till  love  the  faithful,  the 
Vol.  III.  K  gene- 
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generous,  the  exalted  Julia  Greville!  That, 
no  longer  deceived  by  appearances,  fhe 
knows  me  guiltlefs  ;  fhe  honours  me  with 
her  efteem,  her  friendfhip  !  That  fhe  will 
ever  regard  me  with  affe&ion — perhaps 
one  day  lament  me  with  fincerity.  Ami- 
able,, admired,  adored  Julia  !"  continued 
he,  raifing  his  ftreaming  eyes  to  Heaven, 
"  live  long  and  happy  ! — but  Oh,  a- 
midfl  health,  and  joy,  and  peace,  think, 
think,  fometimes  of  the  languifhing,  de- 
folate,  exiled  Rivers,  who  will  never,  but 
with  life,  lofe  the  remembrance  of  you  !" 

This  was  too  much  for  me  to  fupport, 
Maria  !  Weak,  agitated,  afflicted,  my  little 
remaining  ftrength  entirely  forfook  me, 
and  1  fell  fenfelefs  on  the  ground.  I  awa- 
ked, as  from  a  confufed  dream,  in  the 
arms  of  the  weeping,  diftra&ed  Rivers, 
who,  after  gazing  on  me  fome  moments 
in  filence,  and  preffing  me  to  his  panting 
bofom,  flatted  up,  and  replacing  me  gently 

in 
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in  my  feat,  cried,  in  a  faint  voice,  "  Fare- 
well^ Julia  !  O  farewell  forever  !"  and  in- 
ftantly  disappeared. 

How  ftrange  does  it  feem,  my  friend, 
that  I  fhould  rejoice  in  the  profpefl:  of 
being  feparated  from  the  man,  of  all  o- 
thers,  I  moft  loved  I  Yes,  Maria  !  I  am 
glad  he  is  gone,  gone  forever  !  I  am  con- 
vinced it  is  abfolutely  neceffary  that  we 
fhould  be  divided.  Though  I  no  longer 
love  him  with  a  painful,  a  criminal  tender- 
nefs,  the  fight  of  his  fufferings  would  de- 
(troy  me.  Time  and  abfence,  thefe  two 
great  healers  of  the  human  heart,  whofe 
influence  all  feel,  even  at  the  moment 
their  power  is  difclaimed,  thefe  will,  I 
truft,  reftore  peace  to  Rivers.  My  ardent 
prayers  (hall  daily  arife  for  his  peace  ;  but 
it  is  only  at  a  diftance  from  each  other  we 
can  hope  to  enjoy  this  firii  of  bleffings. 

K  2  When 
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When  Sir  Charles  arrived,  he  prefented 
me  with  a  card  from  the  Cleveland  fami- 
ly, requeuing  us  to  dine  at  the  Grove 
next  Tuefday.  "  As  you  are  fo  well, 
my  love,"  faid  he,  "  I  ventured  to  promife 
in  your  name  without  confulting  you." 
Seeing  me  look  confufed,  Sir  Charles 
immediately  gueffed  the  caufe.  "  Per- 
haps,"  faid  he,  "  it  will  be  beft  that  our 
firft  meeting  with  Rivers  take  place  foon. 
Frequent  intercourfe  with  that  amiable  fa- 
mily  will  tend  to  wear  off  every  difagree- 
able  impreffion."  I  was  filent  ;  I  feared 
fo  foon  to  recall  the  fcene  which  had  fo 
deeply  affected  me.  "  Why  hefxtates  my 
Julia?"  faid  SirChailes.  "  If  this  vifit  would 
prove  difagreeable,  your  prefent  weakly 
ftate  may  fupply  a  fufficient  excufe  for 
declining  it  ;  but,  to  people  who  have  the 
profpeft  of  living  always  fo  near  each  other, 
and  who  feem  all  equally  difpofed  to  cul- 
tivate intimacy,  fomething  ought  to  be  fa- 
crificed."  "  It  is  alike  my  intereft  and  in- 
clination 
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clination  to  do  fo,"  replied  I ;  but,  to- 
morrow,  when  I  am  in  better  fpirits,  I 
will  give  you  my  reafons  for  delaying  our 
vifiu" 

With  his  ufual  delicacy  he  immediately 
changed  the  fubjeft  ;  and  feeing  me  look 
extremely  languid  and  fatigued,  kindly 
urged  me  to  reft  a  little  on  the  couch,  ad- 
ding, with  a  fmile,  "  Perhaps  you  could 
fleep  juft  now  without  the  aid  of  a  fer- 
mon ;  but,  1  believe,  1  may  venture  to  de- 
fy Morpheus  himfelf,  when  1  inform  you 
that  I  am  going  to  read  Evelina.' \ 

I  mention  thefe  particulars,  to  fhew  my 
friend  how  perfe&ly  Sir  Charles  under- 
ftands  the  art  of  rendering  domeftic  life 
agreeable.  How  ftrange  is  it,  Maria, 
that  in  general  we  fhould  afpire  to  fhine, 
rather  than  pleafe  !  The  former  power  is 
confined  to  a  few,  and  often  fails  of  pro* 
ducing  the  defired  effeft  j  the  latter  art 
&3  *nayv 
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may  be  pradifed  by  all,  and  always  with 
fuccefs.  How  ftrange  is  it,  that,  in  pu- 
blic companies,  where  we  affociate  for  an 
hour,  and  then  feparate,  perhaps,  to  meet 
no  more,  we  fhould  be  attentive,  obfe- 
quious,  entertaining  ;  and,  in  the  private 
circle  of  our  friends,  and  families,  where 
the  difplay  of  our  talents,  and  exertion  of 
our  benevolence,  can  be  of  real  utility, 
and  meet  with  certain  approbation,  we  are 
carelefs,  indifferent,  negligent,  and  even 
unkind  ! 

Would  we  confult  our  own  happinefs, 
we  w7ould  flrive  to  promote  the  happinefs 
of  others.  It  is  only  when  our  pleafures 
are  reverberated  that  they  become  delight- 
ful. 

Adieu,  adieu.  If  I  write  any  more,  you 
will  be  as  tired  with  reading,  as  I  am  with 
writing  this  letter, 

Julia  Mortimer. 

LETTER 
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LETTER     XCL 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert, 

Harwood. 
My  dear  Friend, 

I  regret  the  anxiety  my  filence  has  oc- 
casioned you  ;  but  it  was  unavoidable  ; 
The  perturbation  of  my  mind,  during  my 
interview  with  the  unhappy  Rivers,  had 
fo  vifible  an  effeft  on  my  health,  that,  to 
remove  in  part  the  uneafinefs  of  the  bed 
of  hulbands,  I  was  obliged  to  account  for 
my  illnefs,  by  giving  him  a  detail  of  the 
melancholy  particulars. 

Were  it  poffible  for  Sir  Charles  to  rife 
in  my  efteem,  he  would  have  done  fo  on 
this  occafion.  How  bleft  am  I,  my  dear 
Maria  !  in  being  no  longer  under  the  pain* 
ful  neceffity  of  labouring  to  conceal  that 
for  row,  which  it  is  impoffible  not  to  feel 

exqui- 
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exquifitely,  and  which  can  only  be  mode- 
rated by  being  participated, 

I  confefs  to  you,  in  fpite  of  all  the  ten- 
dernefs  of  this  generous,  beft  of  men,  I 
feel  it  difficult  to  conquer  the  extreme  af- 
fliction which  the  deplorable  fituation  of 
Rivers  has  renewed.  His  image  is  ever 
before  my  eyes,  fuch  as  I  faw  him  at  the 
moment  of  our  feparation,  wild,  defpair- 
ing,  almoft  diflra&ed.  I  tremble  to  think 
to  what  extremes  a  man  of  fuch  keen  fen- 
fibility,  and  with  fuch  hi^rh  wrought  paf- 
fions,  may  be  driven  !  May  Heaven,  in  pi- 
ty, reftore  him  to  peace  ! 

Fain  would  I  hope,  Maria,  that  time, 
abfence,  and  the  adtive  fcenes  connected 
with  his  profeffion,  will  diilipate,  by  de- 
grees, the  remains  of  a  paffion,  which  we 
are  afTured  cannot  always  exift  when  de- 
prived of  hope.  One  wifh,  O  ftrange  in- 
confiflency  !   I  have  not  yet  courage  to 

form. 
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form,  that  another  obje£t  might  entirely 
banifh  from  his  heart  her,  who  can  no 
longer  with  honour  poffefs  it.  Maria  ! 
dare  I  breathe  this  weaknefs  to  you !  Yes, 
Secaufe  I  am  confcious  that  I  no  longer 
indulge  it ;  that  the  dying  embers  which 
pity  has  a  moment  revived,  virtue  will  in- 
flantly  extinguifh. 

As  my  fpirits  are  very  languid,   I  will 
lay  afide  my  pen  till  to-morrow. 


In  Continuation. 

I  was  furprifed  this  morning  with  an 
early  vifit  from  Lady  Sophia.  She  look- 
ed extremely  deje&ed  ;  and,  on  my  inqui- 
ring anxioufly  after  the  health  of  her  bro- 
ther, fhe  burft  into  tears.  ci  Rivers/' 
faid  (he,  u  fet  out  this  morning  for  Bath. 
Do  not  blame  him,  dear  Lady  Mortimer, 
(kindly  taking  hold  of  my  hand),  I  am  too 

young, 
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young,  perhaps,  to  merit  the  confidence 
he  has  repofed  in  me  ;  but  I  will  drive  to 
deferve,  and  never  will  abufe  it.  Oh,  La- 
dy Mortimer,  how  I  love,  how  I  pity,  my 
dear  brother  !  When  he  heard  that  you* 
and  Sir  Charles  were  to  dine  at  the  Grove 
on  Tuefday,  he  told  me  that  he  felt  it 
would  be  utterly  impoffible  for  him  to  be 
prelent,  without  betraying  his  fecret  to 
the  family,  all  of  whom,  except  myfelf, 
are  ignorant  of  it,"  M  As  my  furlough  ex- 
pires in  three  weeks,"  faid  he,  "  I  will 
fpend  them  at  Bath ;  perhaps  the  waters 
may  be  of  fervice  to  me.  I  will  then  re* 
turn  to  the  Grove,  and  fee  you  once  more 
before  I  embark.  lake  this  picture,  So- 
phia, and  prefent  it  to  Lady  Mortimer.  I 
know  fhe  will  fometimes  think  of  me,  and 
this  image  may  help  to  bring  me  to  her 
remembrance. 

Often  mention  me  to  her,  my  dear  fif- 
ter  j  it  will  be  a  confolation  to  me,  when 

I 
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I  am  far  diftant,  to  think  that  I  am  ten- 
derly  remembered  by  two  fuch  friends." 
When  he  bade  me  farewell,  there  was  a 
look  of  fuch  peculiar  fadnefs  expreffed  in 
his  countenance,  that  it  pierced  my  heart 
to  behold  him:  He  turned  back  at  the 
door,  and  faid,  in  a  low  and  melancholy- 
voice,  Sophia !  Remember  your  brother, 
Remember  his  laft  injundtions  l" 

When  I  refleft  on  the  whole  of  his 
manner,  I  cannot  help  fufpedting  that 
he  is  deceiving  us  with  a  falfe  hope 
of  feeing  him  again  ;  and.  that  he  in- 
tends going  dire&ly  from  Bath  to  Portf- 
mouth.  My  father  has  ufed  every  ar- 
gument, fhort  of  an  abfolute  command, 
to  prevail  with  him  to  refign  his  commif. 
fion.  But  you  know  him  too  well  to  won- 
der  at  his  refolution.  He  fays,  c  To  defert 
his  flation  in  the  very  middle  of  a  con- 
teft,  So  important  to  his  country,  were 

little 
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little  lefs  than  treafon.'  He  has  promi- 
fed,  however,  in  the  moft  folemn  manner, 
that  the  moment  he  can  quit  the  army 
with  honour,  he  will  return  to  the  embraces 
of  a  parent  and  fillers,  who  now  repofe  all 
their  hopes  on  him. 

I  received  the  picture  with  much  fatis- 
faftion,  and  defired  Lady  Sophia  to  inform 
her  brother,  when  next  (he  wrote,  that  it 
fhould  remain  with  me  through  life  ;  and 
that  his  virtues  fhould  continue  to  be  che- 
rifhed  in  that  breaft,  which  his  image  fhould 
henceforth  adorn. 

When  Sir  Charles  entered,  I  prefented 
him  with  the  pi&ure.  "  See,"  faid  I, 
"  what  an  invaluable  treafure  Lord  Rivers 
has  fent  me."  He  looked  at  it  with  ten- 
der complacency ;  and  again  reftoring  it 
it  to  me.  "  It  is  indeed  invaluable,  from 
its  refemblance  to  the  original,"  faid  he  : 
"  Preferve  it  with  care,  my  Julia  ;  it  is 

worthy 
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worthy  of  its  prefent  fituation.  I  confent 
that  this  new  favourite  fhall  fhare  with 
your  huiband  his  molt  precious  poffeflion^ 
your  affe&ionate,  your  faithful  bofoizi." 

Lady  Sophia's  looks  fufficiently  expreff* 
ed  her  admiration  of  Sir  Charles's  gene- 
rous behaviour  ;  and,  prefently  after,  on 
hh  quitting  the  room,  "  Moft  frncerely 
do  I  participate  in  your  felicity,  my  dear 
Madam,"  faid  {he ;  "  fmce  Heaven  for* 
bade  that  you  (hould  be  Lady  Rivers,  it 
is  my  chief  confoiation  to  fee  you  Lady 
Mortimer/' 

Company  being  engaged  to  dine  at  the 
Grove,  Lady  Sophia  was  obliged  to  leave 
me  about  one  o'clock.  The  day  was  de- 
lightful, and  I  wiihed'to  enjoy  it  abroad* 
I  tapped  foftly  at  the  door  of  the  library, 
where  I  knew  Sir  Charles  was  fitting, 
feeing  deeply  engaged  in  a  book,  he  called, 
in  a  carelefs  manner,  "  Conre  in."  I  did 
Vol.  III.  L  fo  j 
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fo;  the  moment  he  perceived  me,  he 
fprung  from  his  feat,  "  My  Julia!  my 
love  !  is  it  you  ?  Forgive  my  rudenefs : 
But  Locke  is  a  foe  to  good  breeding,  and 
muft  anfwer  for  my  offence,"  "  I  know 
not,"  faid  I,  "  whether  you  will  pardon 
mine;  by  deftroying  the  chain  of  your 
ideas,  perhaps  I  have  robbed  the  world  of 
fome  important  difcovery."  "  Ah,  Ju- 
lia," returned  he,  "  to  difcover  that  I  am 
beloved  by  you,  that  my  prefence  gives 
you  pleafure,  is  worth  more  than  the  ap- 
plaufe,  the  admiration  of  the  whole  world 


to  me." 


"  But  I  am  going  to  incroach  on  your 
time,  as  well  as  your  thoughts,"  faid  I  j 
•  the  recolle&ion  of  the  delightful  fcenes 
we  vifited  laft  Thurfday  infpires  me  with  a 
reftlefs  curiofity  to  take  another  view  of 
them  :  That  I  had  with  you  was  but  a  fu- 
perficial  one  :  Befides,  1  wifh  to  confecrate 
my  Temple  to  love  and  friendfhip,  inftead 

of 
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of  folitude  ;  and,  that  I  may  never  disjoin 
your  image  from  it,  you  mull  attend -me, 
while  I  pay  my  firft  devoirs  there." 

"  With  tranfport,  will  I  attend  you/* 
he  replied,  "  fecure  that  you  will  con- 
duct me  to  virtue  and  happinefs 
Oh !  Julia,"  added  he,  with  a  figh,  "  what 
pity  is  it  that  mankind  fo  miferably  mif- 
take  the  road  !  Would  to  Heaven  half 
the  young  men  of  my  acquaintance  would 
come  to  Harwood,  and  learn  what  it  is  to 
live,  to  be  reafonable,  to  be  happy ! 

We  fet  out  on  our  little  fbun  Every 
object  was  beautiful,  and  our  minds  were 
in  harmony  with  the  quiet  which  fur- 
rounded  us.  When  we  reached  the  Tem- 
ple, the  recollection  of  parting  there  with 
Rivers  rufhed  on  my  mind,  and  forced  re- 
peated fighs  from  my  bofom.  My  affectio- 
nate huiband  remarked  my  filence,  and  fix- 
ing his  eyes  on  me  with  an  earneftnefs  that 
1+2  foon 
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foon  recalled  the  colour  which  had  left  my 
face,  tenderly  inquired  if  I  felt  any  unea* 
finefs  ? 


"  It  is  inipoffible! — I  feel  it  is,  Sir 
Charles/'  faid  I,  "  by  any  effort,  entirely 
to  baniih  the  recolle&ion  of  the  pafL  In 
proportion  as  my  own  happinefs  increafes, 
my  regrets  on  account  of  Rivers — fo  a- 
miable,  yet  fo  unhappy,  likewife  increafe* 
An  exile  from  his  friends,  a  ftranger  to 
our  felicity,  not  even  your  loved  fociety 
can  obliterate  from  my  memory  the  an- 
guilh  I  law  him  fuffer  heye," 

a     -  '  '¥ 

<c  With  a  heart  poffefled  of  fuch  fenfibi- 
lity  as  your's,"  interrupted  he,  "  it  cannot 
be  otherwife ;  but,  let  me  fhare,  at  Ieaft, 
my  dearefl:  Julia,  in  thefe  regrets,  fo  due 
to  him,  fo  worthy  of  yourfelf ;  I  do  not 
wifh  to  banifli,  though  I  fondly  hope  to 
moderate  them  ;  and  it  is  delightful  to  be 
affured,  that,  on  every  occafion,  our  feel- 
ings 
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ings  are  perfe&ly  in  harmony  with  each 
other." 

Juft  as  Sir  Charles  ended  this  fpeech,  at 
fervant  came  to  inform  him,  that  a  gen* 
tleman  waited  for  him  on  particular  bufi* 
xieis. 

Wifhing  to  indulge  my  refle&ions  a 
little  longer,  I  prevailed  with  him  to  leave 
me  alone,  promifing  to  follow  him  in  a 
few  minutes.  Deeply  affe&ed  with  the 
kindnefs  and  delicacy  of  Sir  Charles's 
whole  conduft,  which  I  was  now  at  leifure 
to  review,  I  took  out  my  pencil,  and  wrote 
the  following  lines  on  one  oT  the  pillars, 
intending  that  he  fhould  find  them  there 
next  time  he  vifited  the  Temple. 

Let  no  unhallowed  feet  approach  this  Groye, 
This  is  the  facred  Fane  of  virtuous  Love ! 
None  who  would  truth  abufe,  or  faith  betray, 
Or  fmooth  with  fpecious  arts  fedu&ion's  way. 

But. 
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But  come,  O  Mortimer  !  whom  love  infpires, 
Whofe  bofom  glows  with  friendfliip's  facred  fires, 
Who  feels  for  human  kind,  whofe  generous  foul 
"'To  one  devoted,  not  forgets  the  whole  ; 
.  Candid  to  merit,  liberal  to  diftrefs, 
Who.oniy  tafles  when  giving  happinefs  : 
A  dearer  joy  than  folitude  can  give, 
Thy  Julia  from  thy  prefence  fhall  receive ; 
A  higher  blifs  than  calm  reflection  prove, 
The  blifs  of  boundiefs  confidence  and  love ; 
Then  hither  come,  renew  thy  vows  with  me, 
This  Temple  ope's  its  willing  gates  for  thee  ! 

I  had  juft  finiflied,  and  was  {landing 
with  my  pencil  in  my  hand,  when  Sir 
Charles  entered  foftly,  I  ftarted  with  fur- 
prife,  and  endeavoured  to  conceal  what  I 
had  written,  by  directing  his  eyes  to  fome 
diftant  objeft.  But  my  confufion  at  once 
betrayed,  and  fruftrated  my  defign. 
"  How!"  cried  Sir  Charles,  "  another 
attempt  at  concealment,  after  having  for- 
merly  fucceeded  fo  ill  ?  But,  indeed,  my 
Julia,  your  modefty  fhall  not  rob  your 

huiband 
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hufband  of  one  effufion  of  that  dear  heart 
he  now  calls  his  own,  and  which  has  al- 
ready afforded  him  fuch  exquifite  plea- 
fure."  So  faying,  he  gently  removed  my 
hand  from  the  place,  and  read  the  verfes. 

"  My  Julia  !  my  angel !"  cried  he,  his 
eyes  fparkling  with  furprife  and  plea- 
fur  e,  "  How  many  ways  do  you  contrive 
to  inchant  me !  You,  alone,  of  all  the 
human  race,  know  the  true  art  of  en- 
joying life.  If  you  go  on  in  this  way  to 
intoxicate  me,  you  will  pofitively  unfit  me 
for  keeping  copipany  with  men  and  wo* 
men  in  their  fober  fenfes." 

In  this  manner,  my  friend,  we  pafs 
ur  time  moft  agreeably.  Never  more,  I 
truft,  (hall  difguife  or  reftraint  be  known 
between  us.  Surely,  Maria,  of  all  talks 
which  duty  can  impofe,  that  of  diffembling 
•is  the  moft  difficult.     Of  all  indulgences 

friend- 
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friendfhip  fupplies,  that  of  unbounded  and 
fearlefs  confidence  is  the  moft  delightful. 

I  am  often  aftonifhed  to  hear  people 
complain  of  the  dullnefs  and  infipidity  of  a 
country  life,  and  the  languor  infeparable, 
from  the  uniform  tenor  of  the  marriage 
ftate.  If  we  fufFer  ourfelves  to  fink  into 
floth  or  inactivity  ;  if  we  wrap  ourfelves 
up  in  a  joylefs  and  felfifh  indifference  ;  if 
we  are  at  no  pains  to  be  generous,  kind, 
felf-denied,  and  difmterefted ;  to  encou- 
rage, by  our  own,  the  gcod  humour  and 
complacency  of  others,  where  is  the  rank, 
the  fituation,  the  circumflances,  that  will 
banifh  liftleffnefs,  or  fupply  enjoyment  ? 
But  finely,  with  health,  peace,  and  com- 
petence, the  proper  duties  of  a  domeftic 
ftate,  the  aids  of  reading  and  working,  the 
exercifes  and  amufements  peculiar  to  the 
country,  one  may  contrive  to  fill  up  every 
hour,  both  with  pleafure  and  advantage. 
But,  if  fuperadded  to  thefe,  we  enjoy  the 

refined, 
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refined,  the  elegant  pleafures  of  love, 
friendfhip,  devotion,  charity,— we  may 
affirm  of  fuch  a  life,  that  it  is  a  pofi- 
tive  blefling,  an  exalted  privilege,  a  com- 
mencing heaven  }  Such  may  every  future 
year  prove  to  the  friend  I  love !  Already 
poffeffed  of  thefe  ineftimable  bleflings,  foon 
may  your  prefence  convince  me,  that  my^ 
heart  is  fufceptible  of  emotions  ftill  more 
lively  and  delightful  than  any  I  have  yet 
experienced  :  By  being  at  once  a  witnefs- 
and  fharer  in  my  felicity,  foon  may  you 
convert  ferene  contentment  to  heart-beat- 
ing  Joy. 

Julia  Mortimer*. 

LETTER    XC1I. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoodL 
Lady  Sophia's  fufpicions  were  but  too 
well  founded,  my  dear  Maria.     A  fudden 

order 


130        MISS   GREVILLE. 

order  for  the  troops  to  embark,  before  the 
equinoctial  Itorms,  has  obliged  Lord  Ri- 
vers to  quit  Bath,  and  fet  off  dire&ly  for 
Portfmouth.  She  brought  me  a  moll  af- 
fe&ing  letter  to-day,  which  fiie  had  juft 
received  from  him.  He  paints,  in  ftrong 
pathetic  language,  the  ftruggle  between 
his  defire  to  fee  once  more  his  friends  in 

- fhire,  and  his  dread  of  giving  pain  to 

one  in  particular.  He  fays,  that,  not  da- 
ring to  confide  in  his  own  refolution,  if 
within  a  mile  of  Harwood,  he  is  determi- 
ned to  fet  out  immediately  for  Portfmouth^ 
He  expreffes  admiration  of  Sir  Charles's 
noble  conduct,  and  gratitude  for  his  kind 
remembrance ;  and  adds,  "  that  envy  of 
his  happinefs  is  almoft  extinguifhed  in  ap- 
probation of  his  worth."  "  Happy,  un- 
confcious  image,"  concludes  he,  "  how  I 
envy  thy  fituation  ;  yet  happier,  far  hap- 
pier Rivers  !  Thou  adorned  her  bofom, 
but  he  fhares  her  heart." 

This 
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This  little  fally  afforded  me  the  livelieft 
fatisfa&ion.  It  befpoke  a  mind  more  at 
eafe  than  any  of  his  former  letters  had 
done.  O  may  Heaven  watch  over  him, 
and  foon  reftore  him,  in  health  and  peace, 
to  that  family,  and  thofe  friends,  to  wham 
he  is  unfpeakably  dean 

I  often  wonder,  Maria,  at  the  aftonifli- 
ing  variety  of  fentiments  of  which  the  hu- 
man heart  is  capable.  There  is  a  tender- 
nefs  in  the  fympathy,  a  poignancy  in  the 
regret,  I  feel  for  Rivers,  for  which  lan- 
guage furnifhes  no  adequate  expreflion. 
The  fight  of  his  hand  never  fails  to  make 
my  heart  throb  with  a  confeioufnefs  that 
alarms  me,  with  a  painful,  too  painful  re- 
membrance of  the  paft. 

I  never  read  any  of  his  letters  to  his  Af- 
ter without  diffolving  into  tears  ;  and,  to 
you,  Maria,  the  confident  of  every  move- 
ment of  my  foul,  to  you  I  will  acknow- 
ledge, 
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ledge,  that  the  compafiion  his  misfortunes 
excite,  is  of  fo  animated  a  nature,  that  it 
renders  me  jealous  and  unquiet,  when  I 
contrail  it  with  thofe  ferene  and  tranquil 
fentiments  which  the  kindnefs  of  my  huf* 
band  alone  infpires, 

I  flatter  myfelf  that  this  is  to  be  imputed 
to  weaknefs,  not  perverfenefs,  and  that 
Heaven  will  pardon  an  involuntary  of- 
fence, to  which  my  will  confents  not.  In 
truth,  my  friend,  I  am  perfuaded,  by  fatal 
experience,  that  .the  vivacity  of  our  firft 
impreffions  can  never  be  equalled  by  any 
fucceeding  ones ;  that,  in  the  heart  which 
has  once  tenderly,  truly  loved,  the  enthu- 
fiafm  of  affedion  can  never  be  a  fecond 
time  renewed  ;  and  that  a  foul,  long  de- 
preffed  by  affli&ion,  can  fcarcely  be  rea- 
nimated by  love. 

Thefe  fentiments,  at  firft  fight,  feem 
treafonable,  from  one  in  my  prefent  fitua- 

tion  s 
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tion  ;  but  I  hope  I  am  neither  criminal 
in  feeling,  nor  imprudent  in  repeating 
them  to  you.  I  am  truly  grateful  for  my 
unequalled  bleffings ;  nay  more,  I  am  hap- 
pier, far  happier  than  the  generality  of  my 
fpecies ;  and,  did  not  officious  memory 
often  whifper  what  I  once  was,  reafon,  with 
what  I  now  am,  would  render  me  com* 
pletely  bleft. 

So  confcious  am  I  of  the  danger  of  har- 
bouring fentiments  which,  under  the  inft* 
nuating  forms  of  friendlhip  and  humanity, 
might  enfeeble  my  weak  and  unfettled  re- 
folutions,  that  I  have  this  day  offered  a  fa- 
orifice  to  duty,  which,  I  confefs,  required 
all  my  courage,  and  of  the  propriety,  and 
even  neceffity  of  which,  I  am  now  con* 
vinced,  by  the  pain  it  coft  me. 

Fearful  of  the  confequences  of  allowing 

myfelf  to  read  at  times  thofe  letters,  every 

fentence  of  which  is  too  deeply  engraven 

Vol.  III.  M  on 
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en  the  tablets  of  my  heart  ;  and,  diftruft- 
ful  of  my  refolution,   never  again  to  in- 
dulge my  fight  with  tracing  the  lines,  im- 
prelfed  by  the  hand,    and  breathing  the 
very  foul  of  Rivers,  I  carefully  colle&ed 
them  this  morning,  and   was  tying  them 
together   in  a  bundle,  when  Sir  Charles 
haftily  entered  my   apartment.     His    un- 
expected appearance  threw    me  into   the 
utmoil  confufion.    A  few  tears  had  forced 
their  way  down  my  cheek,  as  I  took  a  laft 
furvey  of  the  little  treafure,  from  which 
the  mod  exquifite  enjoyment  of  my  life 
had  once  been  derived.     This  did  not  e- 
fcape  the  watchful  affe&ion  of  Sir  Charles, 
He  ftopt.    "  I  beg  pardon,  my  love,"  faid 
he,  in  a  tone  foftened  by  compaffion,  "  I 
fear  I  difturb  you.     I  thought  you  were  ia 
your  dr effing  room,  e.lfe  I  would  not  hav$ 
intruded  in  this  manner." 

I  could  not  fpeak ;  my  heart  fwelled  al- 
inoft  to  burfting  :    But,  holding  out  my 

hand, 
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hand,  as  wiihing  him  to  approach,  I  gave 
vent  for  fome  moments  to  the  painful  va- 
riety of  feelings,  too  agitating  to  be  re- 
trained. Then  holding  out  the  parcel, 
marked,  "  Letters  from  Mr  Rivers  to  Mifs 
Grevtlle,"  that  my  huiband  might  read  the 
fuperfcription,  I  arofe,  and  with  a  trem- 
bling hand  committed  them  to  the  flames. 
"  The  happy  wife  of  Sir  Charles  Morti- 
mer,5' faid  I,  "  ought  to  have  no  regrets 
conne&ed  with  the  unhappy  Julia  Gre- 
ville." 

He  gazed  on  me  fome  moments  in  filent 
aftonifhment  ;  tears  fwelled  into  his  eyes, 
and  clafping  me  to  his  throbbing  bofom, 
with  a  deep  figh  he  exclaimed,  "  O  Julia, 
exalted  pattern  of  all  that  is  amiable  and 
refpeftable,  others  know  what  is  right,  but 
you  love  it  ;  others  talk  of  virtue,  but 
you  pra&ife  it.  Think  not,  my  deareft 
Julia,  that  fuch  a  facrifice  as  this  was  ne- 
ceffary  for  the  fecurity  of  your  hufband's 
M  2  repofe* 
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repofe.  No,  my  love !  my  reliance  on  you 
is  fixed  as  my  dependence  on  Heaven,  It 
may,  however,  be  necefifary,  for  the  peace 
of  your  own  bofom  ;  that  gentle,  that  com- 
paffionate  bofom,  is  too  much  alive  to  e- 
very  human  woe,  and  mu(t  have  bled  a- 
frefh  at  every  remembrance  of  one  whofe 
conftant  attachment  merits  your  gratitude, 
and  fecures  my  efteem." 

The  recollection  of  this  affe&ing  inter- 
view, Maria,  ft  ill  greatly  agitates  my  fpi- 
rits  :  But  how  little  fhould  I  deferve  the 
affettion  of  fuch  a  hufband,  did  I  not  em- 
brace every  opportunity  of  making  you 
acquainted  with  the  whole  excellency  of 
his  chara&er  ? 

Seldom  have  I  more  earneftly  wifhed  for 
your  prefence  than  this  day,  when  our  ad- 
mired Dr difcourfed,  with  his  ufual 

energy,  on  the  nature  and  importance  of 
the  Chriftian  temper.     How  would  your 

fou! 
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foul  have  vibrated  in  fympathy  with  the^ 
fentiments  of  the  preacher,  whilft  he 
touched,  with  mafterly  (kill,  fome  of  the 
ftneit  feelings  of  the  human  heart. 

During  the  fervice,  Sir  Charles  regarded 
me  with  pleafed  attention,  and  when  it  was 
over,  "  Julia,"  faid  he,  "  I  have  been  lif* 
tening  to  your  character.  Tour's  is  that 
extenfive  charity,  that  fervent  piety,  that 
forbearing  gentlenefs,  that  graceful  humi- 
lity,». -«  Hold,  hold,     Sir  Charles,5" 

faid  I,  "  the  pride  which  your  praife  at 
this  moment  infpires,  is  an  inconteftible 
proof  of  your  miftaken  opinion/* 

After  all,  Maria,  there  is  not  a  ftronger 
incitement  to  virtue  (the  approbation  of 
Heaven  excepted)  than  the  praife  of  thofe 
whofe  efteem  we  covet5  and  whom  we  truly 
love* 
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That  foul  mud  be  miferably  debafed, 
which  can  derive  pleafure  from  the  impu- 
tation of  merit,  which  it  is  neither  confcious 
of  deferving,  nor  defirous  of  attaining. 

I  feel  fenfibly  the  effects  of  Sir  Charles's 
fpeech,  in  the  chearful  flow  of  my  fpirits, 
and  the  grateful  glow  of  my  heart.  Ah, 
my  friend  !  is  it  for  us  to  be  proud,  who 
are  thus  dependent  on  accidental  circum- 
ftances,  not  only  for  the  tone  of  our 
minds,  but  even  for  the  exercife  of  our 
virtues  ?  Mine,  alas !  are  but  feeble  and 
imperfeft.  Indeed,  Maria,  I  am  not  what 
my  partial  friends  think  me ;  what  I  ar- 
dently wifh  to  be.  But  I  will  never  ceafe 
imploring  Heaven  to  endow  me  with  that 
pure,  peaceable,  gentle  wifdom,  whofe 
fruits  fufficiently  prove  that  its  origin  is 
from  above. 

Adieu.  In  one  point  I  never  can  de- 
ceive you,  ox  myfelf  j  I  meaa  the  tender 

and 
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and  lafting  affe&ion  with  which  I  am  your 
fincere  friend. 

Julia  Mortimer* 


LETTER    XCIIL 

%fifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley* 

London. 
You  are  unjuft,  both  to  yourfelf  and 
me,  my  dear  Aunt,  in  alledging  that  it  is 
from  want  of  confidence  in  your  friend- 
fhip  that  I  remain  obftinately  filent,  on 
"  the  fubjeft  mod  interefting  to  my 
heart."  And  is  it  not  a  proof  of  wifdom 
to  be  filent  when  one  cannot  fpeak  to  the 
purpofe  ?  I  wifh  to  Heaven  half  my  fex 
were  of  my  opinion  ! 


You  ftill  accufe  me  of  an  unpardonable 
iove  of  ridicule  :   How  would  you  admire 

#5 
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my  forbearance,  had  you  paffed  the  day 
with  me,  which  I  unwillingly  have  been 
compelled  to  wafle,  in  the  company  of  two 
of  the  mod  foolifh  of  all  the  foolifh  virgins 
I  have  ever  yet  encountered ;  and  who 
think  to  do  honour  to  Heaven,  and  efta- 
blifh  a  high  reputation  to  themfelves,  by 
bolting  out  religious  fentiments  in  Scrip- 
ture-language, in  all  companies ;  and,  with 
the  moll  difgufting  grimace,  fpiritualizing 
every  occurrence  of  their  ftupid  lives* 

How  indelicate,  how  imprudent,  is  fuch 
a  conduft !  how  oppofite  to  the  humble 
and  modeft  fpirit  of  Chriftianity,  how  in- 
jurious to  the  interefts  of  religion  itfelf ! 
Nothing,  furely,  can  betray  a  greater  want 
of  underftanding.  Had  I  thought  them 
hypocrites,  I  would  not  have  fpared  them  ; 
but,  as  I  believed  them  only  fools,  I  was 
filent. 

But; 
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But,  to  return  from  this  digreffion  ;  I  am 
forry  to  inform  my  dear  Aunt,  that  there 
is  yet  no  change  on  the  afped  of  my  af- 
fairs. Ycu  fay  juftly,  "  my  defirea  are 
moderate — life  is  ihort* — wealth  cannot 
give  happinefs," — and  twenty  things  e- 
qually  true,  and  equally  inapplicable  to  the 
cafe  in  queftion.  But,  though  Harry  has 
artfully  contrived,  by  making  you  his  con- 
fident,  to  engage  you  in  his  intereft,  al- 
low me  to  remind  you,  that  fomething  is 
xieceffary  towards  exifting  with  decency^ 
and  that  at  prefent  we  have  nothing.  In 
fpite  of  all  I  have  heard  of  thejoylefs* 
taftelefs  eafe  of  affluence,  I  ftill  muffi 
think  a  decent  competence  abfolutely  ne- 
ceffary  to  comfort  j  and,  however  Harry 
affefts  to  doubt  of  my  fentiments,  were  he 
poffefied  of  three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
I  would  leave  prudence,  and  all  her  virtue- 
favouring  train,  to  thofe  better  fitted  to 
improve  by  their  fociety ;  marry  him  to-* 

nighty 
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night,  and  cure  him  at  once  of  his  love 
and  his  infidelity. 

My  dear  Aunt,  advife  Harry  to  fupport 
with  patience  an  abfence,  the  neceffity  for 
which  we  muft  both  regret  ;  and,  whilft 
we  follow  the  path  that  reafon  points  out, 
let  us  cherifh  the  hopes  which  affe&ion 
infpires.  Let  us  accuftom  ourfelves  to 
view  the  bright  fide  of  our  profpedts,  and 
truft  that  time  and  fortune,  or  rather  that 
Providence,  has  many  happy  events  in 
ftore  for  thofe  who  patiently  wait  their  ar* 
rival* 

Pray,  tell  me  all  the  news  of  the  coun- 
try ;  at  prefent,  dullnefs  reigns  unrivalled 
in  town.  How  I  admire,  how  I  envy  you 
the  poffeffion  of  thofe  Angular  and  fupe- 
rior  abilities,  by  which  Nature  has  di- 
ftinguilhed  you,  and  which  have  render- 
ed you  perfeGly  independent  of  thofe 
frivolous   amufements  on  which  half  our 

fex 
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fex  rely  for  enjoyment*  The  expeftaion 
of  the  future  is  the  fource  of  the  mod 
fincere  pleafure  I  now  tafte  j  and,  though 
all  inamorato's  mufl  either  feel  or  feign 
thofe  doubts,  fears,  and  apprehenfions, 
which  are  the  very  elements  of  love,  be- 
lieve me,  Harry  is  not  ignorant  that  this 
feparation  is  at  lead  as  irkfome  to  me  as 
to  him,  though  I  do  not  make  fuch  a  fufs 
about  it, 

I  have  been  lulled  to  ftupidity  of  late, 
by  calm  content.  My  foul  is  not  made 
for  it.  I  mud  be  agitated  with  pain  or 
pleafure  :  Nay,  fully  to  enjoy  life,  I  mufl 
be  able  to  give  both.  Here,  neither  is  in 
my  power.  Would  I  were  married  !  Then 
it  is  that  a  woman  becomes  miftrefs  of  her 
divine  prerogative  ;  then  fhe  can  never  be 
at  a  lofs  for  a  fubjett  on  which  to  exercife 
Jti-er  every  humour. 

Con* 
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Conftantly  to  repeat  affurances  of  my 
efteem  and  affe&ion,  would,  1  think,  im- 
ply a  fufpicion  that  you  were  fceptical  on 
that  head.  You  do  not,  you  cannot,  dif- 
truft  thofe  I  have  already  given  you  :  You 
never  can  be  fo  unjuft  to  your  own  merit, 
or  my  fincerity,  as  to  doubt,  that  with  un- 
bounded affe&ion,  I  am  your's  ever. 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER    XCIV. 

Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley  to  Mtfs  Lucy  Herbert* 

Stanley-farm. 

The  voice  of  praife,  my  dear  girl,  is  e- 
ver  foothing  :  No  ear  is  fo  dull,  no  heart 
fo  cold,  as  not  to  be  agreeably  affe&ed  by 
it.  Though  the  feafon  of  youth  and  va- 
nity is  long  fince  gone,  I  am  pleafed  with 
the  praifes  you  beftow  on  what  you  term 
€C  my  fingular    and    fuperior  abilities/* 

Trufi 
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Truft  me,  Lucy,  a  humble,  pious,  inge- 
nuous heart  is  far  preferable,  in  my  opi- 
nion, to  the  moft  fhining  talents  that  ever 
diftinguifhed  any  of  the  human  race  :  And 
a  life  formed  on  the  precepts  of  the  Go- 
fpel,  a  thoufand  times  more  happy  and  re- 
fpe&able,  than  that  of  the  moft  illuftrious 
hero,  that  ever  ignorance  extolled,  or  fu- 
perftition  deified. 

How   unreasonable  are  they,  my  dear 
Lucy,  who  affirm,  that  Chriftianity  is  ei- 
ther adverfe  to  the  interefts  of  fociety,  or 
enjoyments  of  life  !  It  furnifhes  the  nobleft 
motives  for  good  condud  ;    it   enforces 
virtue  by  the  moft  powerful  fan&ions  j  it 
raifes  around  ifs  votaries  a  ftrong  defence 
againft  the  pernicious  maxims,  and  con- 
tagious manners  of  the  world,  by  placing 
continually  in  their  view  thofe  awful  and 
fublime  obje&s  which  are  forgotten  or  o- 
verlooked  by  the  reft  of  mankind,  amidffc 
the  purfuits  or  pleafures  of  life* 

Vol.  III.  N  Ths 
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The  reflections  you  make  on  that  indiu 
creet  zeal,  which  leads  many  well  mean- 
ing, but  weak  people,  to  introduce  reli- 
gious fubjects  into  all  companies,  and  the 
peculiar  language  of  Scripture  into  all  con- 
tfSFfations,  are  extremely  juft. 

This  difgufiing  pra&ice  betrays  a  want 
of  good  tafie,  no  lefs  than  of  judgment, 
and  has  the  worft  effecls  imaginable,  par- 
ticularly on  the  minds  of  young  people. 
The  extravagance  and  hypocrify  of  the  fa- 
natics, have  left  difagreeable  irnpreffions  on 
the  minds  of  men,  and  given  them  a  pecu- 
liar difguft  to  that  ftile  of  language  they 
adopted.     And,  to  make  ufe  of  it  on  com- 
mon occafions,  is  to  fecure  to  one's  felf 
the  appellation  either  of  fool  or  knave.     It 
is  long  before  the  world,  which  has  never 
been  famous  for  candour,  can  {hake  off  a 
prejudice  fo    deeply  rooted,    and,    alas  ! 
to  this  day,  too  often  juftified,  by  the  harfli 

manners. 
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manners,  and  fevere  morofe  tempers,  of 
many  who  profefs  fuperior  fan&ity. 

As  good  advice  is  a  diet  I  never  greatly 
relifhed  myfelf,  even  when  cooked  in  the 
mod  fkillful  manner,  it  goes  againft  my 
confcience  to  cram  it  fo  unmercifully  dowa 
poor  Harry's  throat.  I  fhall  venture,  how- 
ever, to  affure  him,  in  the  language  Oj, 
experience  and  truth,  that,  when  the  mind 
is  fupported  by  hope,  and  gently  agitated 
by  the  pleafmg  fchemes  for  future  enjoy- 
ment which  it  fupplies,  a  flate  of  expecta- 
tion is  often  productive  of  more  happinefs 
than  that  of  fecure  poffeffion. 

You  defire  me  to  tell  you  all  the  news 
of  the  country  ;  I  would  willingly  gratify 
my  dear  Lucy,  but  death  and  marriage 
have  fo  contracted  the  circle  of  my  ac- 
quaintance, that  I  am  totally  ignorant  of 
any  occurrences  beyond  the  farm-yard,  the 
church,  or  the  garden.    Thefe,  in  general, 

N  2  bound 


148  MISS   GREVILLE. 

bound  my  travels  ;  and  I  am  funk  into 
that  very  character,  which,  in  the  days  of 
our  lofty  ideas,  and  fublime  fentiments,  we 
ufed  mod  to  deride  and  contemn — an  in- 
dolent, infipid,  ufelefs  old  maid.— What, 
then,  remains  for  me,  thus  retired  from 
the  world,  neglected  and  forgotten  ?  To 
nourifh  a  gloomy  unfocial  temper,  to  in- 
dulge in  peevifh  complaints,  to  become  the 
victim  of  difcontent,  idlenefs,  and  imagi- 
nary evils,  to  live  unbleft,  to  die  unregret- 
ted  ?  No,  my  Lucy.  Be  it  mine  to  foften 
the  do  melt  ic  pains,  to  fhare  the  domeftic 
pleafures,  of  my  real  friends ;  to  foothe  the 
little  cares  of  life,  to  reconcile  its  differen- 
ces, unite  it's  competitions,  explain  its  mif- 
'  underftandings  ;  to  watch  over  the  im- 
mortal interefts  of  thofe,  who,  engroffed  by 
the  world,  difregard  them  themfelves ;  to 
promote  them  by  my  advice,  my  example, 
my  prayers.  Thefe  laudable,  thefe  impor- 
tant ends,  my  Lucy,  by  being  uniformly 
purfucd,   wjll  give  a  relifh  to  life,  even 

after 
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after  its  exquifite  pleafures  are  flown : 
Thefe,  I  triift,  will  ever  endear  the  charas- 
ter  and  excite  the  adivity,  even  of  your 
old  and  indolent  aunt, 

Helen  Maria  Stanley* 


LETTER    XCV, 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

HarwoocL 

I  confefs  it  is  with  reafon  you  accufe  me 
of  forgetfulnefs  5  but,  though  I  have  omit- 
ted mentioning  Mrs  Clifford  for  fome 
time,  I  have  not  negle£led  to  pay  her  thofp 
attentions  which  are  due  to  merit  and  mif- 
fortunes  like  her's, 

Laft  week.  Sir  Charles  told  me,  that  he 
thought  it  would  be  a  more  eligible  plan 
to  fix  a  falary  on  Mrs  Clifford,  than  bring 
her  into  the  family,  where  the  impertinent 

N  3  curiofit  j 
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curiofity  of  fervants  might  lay  her  under 
a  difagreeable  reftraint  ;  but  propofed  gi- 
ving her  the  choice  of  her  way  of  life.  Ac- 
cordingly, we  paid  her  a  vifit  laft  Thurf- 
day,  when  Sir  Charles  told  her,  that  there 
was  a  pretty  farm-houfe  and  garden  be- 
longing to  him,  about  a  mile  from  Har- 
wood,  perfectly  retired,  and  fweetly  fitua- 
ted,  which,  if  fhe  preferred  it  to  living  in 
our  family,  fhould  be  fitted  up  for  her  with- 
out delay. 

I  really  do  not  think,  continued  he,  that 
It  would  be  proper  for  your  little  Clara 
to  be  in  the  houfe  with  fo  many  fervants  j 
and  it  would  rather  be  a  difad  vantage  to 
her,  to  be  educated  in  a  ftile  fuperior  to 
what  flie  would  be  obliged  to  live  in,  oil 
going  abroad  into  the  world. 

The  worthy  Mrs  Clifford  thanked  him 
•with  tears,  and  embraced  with  much  joy  a 
feheme  quite  fuited  to  her  inclination; 

which, 


MISS   GREVILLE.         151 

which  at  once  fecured  to  her  the  retire- 
ment fhe  loved,  and  obtained  for  her  child 
the  advantages  of  occafional  fociety,  and 
the  protection  of  friends,  -on  whofe  pru« 
dence  and  generofity  fhe  could  rely. 

Accordingly,  fhe  removed  lafl  week  to 
her  new  habitation  ;  and  yefterday  I  paid 
her  my  firfl  vifit. 

On  afking  her  how  fhe  liked  her  re- 
treat ?  "  With  my  whole  heart,"  replied 
fhe ;  "  but  your  Ladyfhip  little  fufpe&s  ia 
what  a  neighbourhood  you  have  placed 
me ;  I  am,  it  feems,  within  a  few  fteps  of 
Hell  j  and  the  fimple  cottagers  have  al- 
ready offered  to  conduct  me  thither  by  the 
fhorteft  way." 

To  explain  this,  Maria,  I  mull  inform 
you,  that  the  country-people,  ever  prone 
to  fuperftition,  have  heftowed  this  tremen- 
dous epithet  on  a  deep  cavern,  into  whicli 

f 
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a  beautiful  cafcade  pours  with  great  vela* 
city,  and  which  they  affirm  to  be  without 
a  bottom.  The  fcenery  round  it  is  ro- 
■mantick  and  pi&urefque,  in  the  higheft 
degree.  On  one  fide  rife  green  floping 
hills,  fhagged  with  wood,  and  on  the  other 
is  ftretched  a  fertile  plain,  through  which 
winds  a  beautiful  river.  The  fantaftic 
roots  of  oak,  wreathing  themfelves  among 
the  broken  rocks,  which  are  adorned  with 
a  variety  of  wild  flowers  and  fhrubs  ;  the 
diftant  profpett  of  mountains,  bleak  and 
barren  as  thofe^defcribed  by  the  Son  of  Fin- 
gal,  and  of  valleys,  "  where  the  tempeft 
whittles  through  the  long  grafs,  and  the 
thiftle  fliakes  its  lone  head  to  the  blaft/* 
combine  to  form  a  profpeft  fublime,  and 
romantic  beyond  description* 

When  I  was  firft  folicited  to  go  to  Hell, 
I  ftarted  with  horror  ;  but,  like  other 
fimple  votaries  of  his  Subterranean  High- 
Eefe,  after  being  perfuaded  to  take  the  firft 
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Hep,  I  found  the  way  fo  eafy  and  pleafant, 
that  I  never  flopped  till  I  reached  the 
bank  of  the  river.  The  appearance  of  the 
ferryman  and  his  boat,  the  oppofite  fields, 
and  novelty  of  the  whole  fcene,  introduced 
into  my  mind  a  new  train  of  ideas  j  I 
could  not  help  imagining  myfelf  on  the 
verge  of  the  Pagan  Infernum  ;  that  it  was 
the  waves  of  the  Styx  on  which  I  was  about 
to  launch,  and  furly  old  Charon,  whom  I 
waited  for  to  convey  me  acrofs  the  ferry. 
This  idea  took  fuch  poffeflion  of  my  mind, 
that  no  fooner  was  I  compofed  to  fleep  lalt 
night,  than  fancy  prefented  me  with  a 
dream,  of  which  I  lhall  give  you  the  parti* 
culars. 

The  firfl  thought  that  ftruckme,  on  find- 
ing myfelf  on  the  borders  of  the  other  world, 
was  the  appearance  I  was  about  to  make 
before  Radamanthus.  In  the  moil  violent 
hurry  and  agitation,  I  began  to  rummage 
my  pockets  for  my  accounts,  which  I  knew 

muft 
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mtift  immediately  be  laid  before  my  judge* 
But,  what  was  my  fliame  and  aftonifh- 
ment,  on  recolle&ing  that,"  though  1  had 
always  intended  putting  them  in  order,  I 
had  delayed  fo  long,  that  I  had  forgotten 
at  leaff  one- half  of  the  articles ;  and  that  the 
loofe  memorandums  which  (till  remained 
in  my  poffeiTion  *were  fo  blotted  and  un- 
connected, it  was  impoffible  to  make  any 
thing  of  them. 

Upon  this  I  began  to  bewail  my  folly, 
with  all  the  anguifh  of  unavailing  regret  j 
which  being  obferved  by  Charon,  he  re- 
minded me,  with  a  mod  malignant  fneer, 
"  that  I  need  not  difcompofe  myfelf  for 
want  of  my  accounts,  as  tKere  was  a  little 
book,  called  Confcience,  in  which  every 
thought  of  my  heart  was  faithfully  regif. 
tered ;  and  which,  though  I  had  thrown  it 
afide  for  fome  time,  1  /hould  find  reftored 
the  moment  I  entered  the  court  of  Rhada- 
rnanthus. 

To 
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To  divert  my  thoughts  from  the  difmal 
fubje&  which  now  occupied  them,  I  began 
to  afk  fome  queftions  at  Charon,  particu- 
larly, What  was  the  reafon  his  boat  was  fo 
poorly  freighted  ? 

I  foon  found  that  I  had  touched  his  fore 
heel;  for  he  replied,  with  a  dreadful  im- 
precation, and  a  frown  dark  as  the  waves 
of  Cocytus,  "  That  he  was  pofitively  re- 
folved  to  throw  up  his  commiffion,  and 
continue  no  longer  conduftor  to  Hell  : 
That  his  boat  was  of  no  ufe,  now  that  Paf- 
fion  and  Prejudice  had  taken  the  lead  of 
mankind  ;  and  InfideKty  difcovered  a  new 
road  through  the  gate  of  Licentioufnefs, 
where  Rernorfe  flood  ready  to  conduct 
them  to  Defpair,  from  whom  they  learned, 
a  very  fhort  paffage  into  the  realms  of 
Pluto,  by  the  way  of  Suicide. 

The  violent  manner  in  which  he  pro- 
nounced theafe  words  awoke  me  j  but  the 

efFed 
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effe&  they  produced  in  my  mind  is  not 
to  be  defcribed.  I  ftarted  with  horror  at 
recollection  of  my  late  fituation  ;  I  refolved 
to  be  warned  by  my  dream  to  prepare  for 
that  hour  which  muft  determine  my  ever- 
lefting  ftate,  and  when,  with  triumph,  or 
with  fhame,  I  muft  (land  in  the  prefence  of 
Him,  from  whofe  impartial  fentence  there 
lies  no  appeal. 

Adieu,  Maria,  adieu.  You  are  one  of 
thofe  on  whom  my  heart  relies  for  fmooth- 
ing  the  path  of  life,  in  which  I  have  al- 
ready encountered  many  difficulties,  and 
know  not  how  many  more  may  yet  await 
me. 

Let  your  friendfhip  fupport  me  on  my 
journey,  endear  its  pleafures,  beguile  its 
fatigues,  and  fweeten  its  clofe.  The  con- 
vi&ion  that  I  already  poffefs  it  gives  pride 
and  joy  to  the  heart  of 

Julia  Mortimer. 

LETTER 
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LETTER     XCVI. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley. 

London. 

As  my  dear  Aunt,  by  her  kind  recep- 
tion of  my  letters,  encourages  me  to  write 
as  often  as  my  conftant  engagements  will 
permit,  I  fit  dov/n  to  inform  her,  that  yef- 
terday  I  vifited  Woolwich,  a  chief  repofi- 
tory  of  thofe  naval  ftores  which  conftitute 
the  defence  of  Britain,  and  Greenwich, 
the  noble  afylum  of  thofe  aged  heroes  who 
have  been  its  glory. 

But  how  fhall  I  defcribe  thefe  monuments 
of  Britifh  wealth  and  munificence  !  I  can 
only  tell  you,  in  general,  that,  in  Green- 
wich Park,  the  fimple  and  the  grand  are 
fo  happily  united,  as  to  heighten  the  efFeft 
of  each  other;  and  that  the  Hofpital  (in 
Vol,  III.  O  hSt 


i58         MISS   GREVILLE. 

fatt  a  magnificent  palace)  is  of  fuch  mag- 
nitude, that  fix  hundred  men  dine  in  one 
hall.  That  it  contains  (if  my  information 
be  good)  two  thoufand  five  hundred  fouls ; 
and  that  its  annual  expence  is  about  eigh- 
ty thoufand  pounds* 

As  I  flood  at  the  higheft  part  of  the 
Park,  furveying  the  rich  and  varied  land- 
fcape  before  me  ;  the  fails  appearing  from 
behind  the  trees,  and  then  vanifhing,  as 
if  by  enchantment :  As  I  looked  round  on 
the  old  "  hearts  of  oak,"  and  law  con- 
tentment fmiling  fweetly  on  every  weather 
beaten  brow ;  as   1  vifited  their  little  ca- 
bins, adorned  with  trophies  from  both  In- 
dies, with  paintings  of  their  former  float- 
ing habitations,    with  fculpture   of  Paris 
plaifter,  and  literature,  from  "  Black  eyed 
Sufan,"  and  the  "  Sailor's  laft  farewell,5' 
I  felt  in  my  heart  fuch  a  mixture  of  me- 
lancholy complacency  and  tendernefs,  that 
I  could  hardly  forbear  exclaiming3  Why  is 

not 
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not  my  dear  Aunt  here  !  She  is  formed  to 
relifh  this  fcene. 


I  had  many  delightful  communings  with 
the  old  tars  j  and  the  feelings  they  awa- 
kened were  worth  "  a  thoufand  homilies." 
One  Brown-face  told  me,  with  a  ftrut  and 
a  fwell  of  his  old  bofom,  "  that  he  thanked 
God  he  had  had  the  honour  to  be  wound- 
ed in  three  engagements,  and  to  drink 
fait- water  twenty-feven  years,  fo  he  thought 
he  had  now  a  title  to  fome  frefh." 

Another  declined  (hewing  the  ladies  the 
principal  ward,  "  becaufe  the  flair  would 
fatigue  them ;"  but,  in  the  honeft  pride  of 
his  heart,  led  us  half  a  mile  round,  to  Ihew 
us  his  own  cabin,  which  the  fly  rogue  had 
decked  out  with  fhreds  of  chintz,  ivory 
boxes,  pieces  of  mirrour,  and  fuch  gew- 
gaws, (as  he  faid),  to  pleafe  the  women. 

O  2  Whilft 
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Whilft  I  was  gazing  with  filent  fatisfao 
tion  on  a  countenance  full  of  benignity, 
and  wondering  at  the  attention  with  which 
a  pair  of  dim  eyes  (that  had  once  been 
bright)  were  furveying  a  fet  of  China, 
neatly  arranged  on  a  fmall  wooden  fhelf. 
u  Lcokee,  there  now,  Madam/*  faid  the 
proprietor,  "there  is  a  fet  of  tea-cups  for 
ye  !  I  would  not  give  them  to  his  Majefty, 
God  blefs  him!  for  twenty  guineas  of  gold» 
I  faw  diem  made  with  my  own  eyes  ;  and 
there,  d'ye  fee,  is  my  own  and  my  wife's  ef- 
figy— that  is  to  fay,  (with  a  heavy  figh),  when 
Hit  was  alive.  I  could  not  match  them,  God 
blefs  you,  in  all  London."  Jack  was  cer- 
tainly right.  In  reality,  none  but  them- 
felves  could  be  their  parallel.  I  fecretly 
rejoiced  to  think  that,  as  they  were  out  of 
the  reach  both  of  cats  and  of  children,  his 
poor  harmlefs  hobby  might  laft  as  long  as 
himfelf,  and  neither  coft  his  vanity  a  pang, 
nor  his  heart  a  figh. 

And 
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And  now  let  me  reproach  you  for  your 
long  unkind  filence.  Is  it,  that  you  think 
your  Lucy  ftands  no  longer  in  need  of 
your  admonitions,  or  is  not  fufficiently 
grateful  for  thofe  you  have  beftowed  ? 
Truft  me,thefe  fufpicions  are  alike  ground- 
left.  My  mind  is  a  foil  fo  fruitful  of  fol- 
lies, that  it  requires  a  hand  like  your's, 
equally  diligent  and  judicious,  to  root  out 
the  weeds,  and  to  plant  in  their  ftead  all 
thofe  amiable  virtues  with  which  your 
own  is  fo  richly  ftored.  But,  I  fuppofe, 
fince  I  fent  you  Rollin,  you  have  aban- 
doned your  charge,  for  the  fake  of  mea- 
furing  the  pyramids  of  Egypt,  or  cutting  a 
way  for  Hannibal  over  the  Alps-  Should 
I  find  that,  by  fupplying  you  with  amufe- 
ment,  you  are  tempted  to  deprive  me  of 
inftru&ion,  I  will  certainly  never  furnifh 
you  with  any  thing  more  ferious  or  inte- 
refting,  than  the  Macaroni  Magazine*  or 
•—the  debates  in  parliament. 

O3  I 
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I  am  furprifed  and  fhocked  with  the 
number  of  beggars  who  croud  the  ftreets 
here,  in  fpite  of  the  vaft  fums  annually  gi- 
^ven  in  charity.  The  marks  of  vice  and 
cxceffive  depravity  which  they  bear  about 
them,  excite  more  difguft  than  compaffion. 
In  the  country,  we  are  charitable  from 
feeling ;  in  cities,  we  mud  be  fo  from 
principle.  In  this  refpeft,  the  wifdom  and 
the  goodnefs  of  God  are  alike  confpicuous 
in  the  intellectual  oeconomy.  Tender  im- 
preffions,  in  which  the  mind  is  paffive,  be- 
come weaker  and  weaker  by  repetition ; 
whilft  frequent  a£ts  ftrengthen  and  con- 
firm good  habits.  Thus,  whilft  the  fight 
of  human  diftrefs  becomes  lefs  afFefting 
by  being  familiar,  the  benevolent  principle 
is  itrengthened,  by  the  habit  of  relieving 
it. 

I  do  not  think  it  neceflary  to  quote  au- 
thorities whenever  I   fay  a   good  thing. 
Sometimes  I  forget  to  whom  I  am  indebt- 
ed ; 
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cd;  at  others,  I  flatter  myfelf  that  I  have 
no  other  authority  than  my  own  :  But,  if 
you  love  to  fee  a  great  name  tacked  to  the 
end  of  every  wife  fentence,  you  have  only 
to  place  that  of  a  Lock,  a  Sherlock,  or  a 
Butler,  (to  whom  I  believe  it  is  due),  to 
the  above  cited. 

Though  this  day  is  appointed  as  a  ge- 
neral faft,  I  feel  no  remorfe  for  employing 
part  of  it  in  this  manner,  as  writing  is  not 
the  fin  that  mofl  eafily  befets  me,  and; I 
have  had  all  the  morning  to  repent  of  the 
others*  As  I  waited  in  the  paffage  for  Ma- 
ria to  go  to  church,  I  could  not  help  fi- 
ling, on  hearing  the  footman  afk  the  'poftj- 
lion,  "  What  was  the  reafon  of  two  Sun- 
days in  the  week  ?"  "  A  very  good  rea- 
fon," replied  the  other,  "  that  people  may 
go  to  church,  and  pray  for  the  fins  of  the 
army."  Now,  if  John's  be  a  true  ftate  of 
the  cafe,  thefe  appear  to  be  in  fo  thriving 
a  condition,  that  I  really  do  not  think  they 

require 
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require  the  aid  of  my  prayers.  They  are 
ever  your's,  however,  my  dear  Aunt,  with 
ardour  and  fincerity,  for  I  am  your  affec- 
tionate and  dutiful  niece, 

Lucy  Herbert. 


LETTER     XCVII. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 
I  thank  my  dear  friend  for  her  folici- 
tude  about  my  health,  which  is  good,  and 
my  fpirits,  which,  in  general,  are  eafy  and 
ferene. 

Though  the  fafety  of  the  amiable  Rivers 
cannot  fail  deeply  to  intereft  me,  it  is  not 
on  his  account  alone  that  1  am  in  anxious 
expe&ation  of  news  from  America.  It  is 
generally  thought  that  on  the  prefent  im- 
portant 
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portant  crifis  depends  the  fate  of  the  Bri- 
tifh  empire.  After  a  progrefs  fo  rapid, 
in  luxury  and  refinement,  we  are  taught, 
by  the  fate  of  other  nations,  to  expect 
that  it  will  have  a  quick  decline.  Whilft 
we  deplore  our  licentious  principles, 
and  diflblute  manners,  as  a  nation,  be 
it  our  care,  as  individuals,  to  flop  the 
torrent  of  vice  and  folly,  by  cultivating 
every  noble  and  generous  fentiment,  and 
difplaying  a  virtuous  and  exemplary  con- 
duct. 

Sir  Charles  is  gone  to  ■  for  a  few 

days,  on  particular  bufmefs.  He  flatters 
me  mod  agreeably,  by  his  impatience  to 
return,  and  by  affuring  me  that  mine  has 
fpoiled  him  for  relifhing  the  converfation 
of  all  other  women.  It  is  certain,  to  thofe 
accuftomed  to  the  fociety  of  friends,  that 
of  mere  acquaintance  feems  very  infipid, 


At 
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Rofebank. 

At  length  the  long  wifhed  packet  from 
Charleftown  is  come,  and  brings  the  agree- 
able accounts  of  the  fafe  arrival  of  Lord: 
Rivers* 

He  writes  both  to  his  father  and  fifter  ; 
gives  a  pleafing  defer ipt ion  of  his  voyage  j 
fays  the  fea-air  ha&been  of  the  utmoft  con« 
fequence  to  his  health  j  and  defires  Lady 
Sophia  to  affure  me,,  that,  in  a  very  fhort 
time,  he  will  get  rid  of  every  uneafihefs. 
— Generous,  friendly  Rivers !  moft  grate- 
ful do  I  feel  for  this  attention. 

In  the  abfence  of  my  hufband,  I  came 
here  to  fpend  the  day  with  Mrs  Clifford. 
She  feems  perfeftly  happy  and  contented. 

Ah,  my  friend  !  what  a  criminal  profti- 
tution  of  fortune  is  it,  to  fpend  as  much 

on 
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on  a  week's  amufement  as  would  ferve  to 
render  fuch  worthy  and  virtuous  people 
comfortable  for  a  year ! 

While  my  kind  hoftefs  is  engaged  in 
fome  domeftic  affairs,  I  take  up  my  pen, 
and  addrefs  you  with  peculiar  pleafure, 
from  her  quiet  manfion. 

Clofe  by  the  window  where  I  am  now 
writing  runs  a  tranfparent  brook,  with  a 
foft  murmur  that  foothes  every  thought  to 
peace.  Every  objeft  around  conveys  the 
idea  of  fimplicity  and  rural  quiet.  One  large 
tree  fhades  a  pool,  where  a  woman  is  bufied 
in  rinfmg  her  linen.  A  little  below,  under 
a  one  arched  bridge,  where  the  water 
breaks  over  fome  rugged  ftones,  the  fchool- 
boys,  from  the  adjacent  village,  ftand  an* 
gling  for  minnows.  The  clack  of  a,  mill^ 
and  the  found  of  the  cafcade,  I  have  for- 
merly mentioned,    complete    the    ruftic 

fcene; 
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fcene.     Methiiiks,-  Maria,  with  health  and 
peace,  and  a  few  agreeable  affociates,  one 

might 

Tuefday. 
1  was  interrupted  yefterday  by  Mrs  Clif- 
ford, who  entered  the  room  in  great  hade, 
telling  me,  that  a  chariot  had  broke  down 
on  the  road,  at  a  little  diftance,  and  that  a 
countryman,  who  was  prefent  at  the  acci- 
dent, came  to  inform  her,  that  the  gentle- 
man to  whom  it  belonged  was  much  hurt; 
and  begged  permiffion  to  reft  a  little  at  her 
houfe,  till  another  carriage  fhould  be  pro- 
cured. We  inftantly  defpatched  James, 
who  attended  me,  to  affure  the  gentleman 
of  every  affiftance  in  our  power,  and  to 
entreat  him  to  accept  of  fuch  accommoda- 
tion as  Mrs  Clifford's  houfe  afforded,  till  a 
carriage  fhould  be  brought  from  Har- 
wood. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  door  opened,  and 
an  old  man  entered,  leaning  on  James, 

with 
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with  a  (hiking  and  graceful  figure,  but  a 
countenance  ftern  aad  unpleafing.  He 
feemed  to  walk  with  great  pain,  took  little 
notice  of  Mrs  Clifford  or  me,  and  no  foon- 
er  was  feated  on  the  couch,  than  he  began 
to  curfe  the  bad  roads,  rail  againft  his  dri- 
ver's careleiTnefs,  and  concluded  with  fay- 
ing, Ci  Did  you  know  what  a  damned  un- 
lucky fellow,  Ladies,  you  have  got  into 
your  houfe,  you  would  turn  me  out  of  it, 
left  it  fhould  be  on  fire  before  morning* 
Devil  take  me  if  I  don't  believe  that  all 
the  monfters  of  the  zodiac  were  in  con- 
junction at  my  birth/' 

We  were  both  at  a  lofs  what  reply  to 
make  to  this  ftrange  addrefs  ;  but  the  fur- 
geon  from  the  village  juft  then  making  his 
appearance,  we  retired,  and  left  the  old 
gentleman  to  his  care. 

Upon  receiving  a  meffage  to  return,  we 

did  fo.     "  I  told  you  how  it  would  be," 

Vol,  III.  P  ex. 
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exclaimed  he  ;  ^  the  fmall  bones  of  my 
ancle  broke  ;  next  time  it  will  be  my  neck 
I  fuppofe." 

On  feeing  little  Clara  enter,  "  Come 
hither,  my  pretty  chit,"   cried  he,   "  you 
fnall  be  my  nurfe.     How  old  is  the  little 
huffey,  pray  ?    The  fweet  child,  to  my  ut- 
ter aftohifhment,  wrent  up,  and  looking  in 
the  old  man's  face,   "   Mamma  fays  I  am 
almoft  five,  Sir,  and  fhe  never  told  a  lie  in 
all  her  life,  and  neither  will  I."  "  I  doubt 
that  much,''  replied  the  humourift,  with  a 
grin  of  approbation  ;  "  but,  however,  I  do 
think  you  are  too  young  yet  to  flatter,  and 
wheedle,  and  deceive,  like  the  reft  of  your 
treacherous  fex.     Pray,  will  you  have  me 
to  be  your  hufband,   and  you  fhall  ride  in 
a  coach  r"     "  No,  thank  you,  Sir,"  re- 
plied the  child,   "  but  you  may  be  my 
Papa,  if  you  pleafe."     "-  Aye,  aye,"  refu- 
med  he,  "  all  art  and  cunning  the  mo- 
ment  they  burfl   the  fliell!    And,  pray, 

which 
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which  of  thefe  Ladies  is  your  Mamma  ?" 
"  This,  here,  Sir,  is  my  own  Mamma,  and 
Lady  Mortimer  is  my  t'other  Mamma.59 
"  Lady  Mortimer  !"  exclaimed  he,  with  a 
look  of  aftonilhment,  "  Is  your  name  La- 
dy Mortimer  r"  I  anfwered  in  the  affir- 
mative. He  held  out  his  hand  :  "  Come 
hither,  child."  I  rofe ;  he  took  hold  of 
mine,  and  looking  earneftly  in  my  face, 
a  Yes*"  continued  he,  with  tears  in  his  eyes, 
"  She  is,  ihe  is  the  daughter  of  my  poor 
unhappy,  beloved"—- then  paufing,  "  Do 
you  know,  Madam,  I  am  Lord  Belmount, 
your  uncle,  and  can  give  you  fifty  thoufand 
pounds  if  I  pleafe.  I  fee  I  (hall  not  long 
want  an  heir  to  my  eflate.  Nay,  never 
blulh,  child.  Harkee,  your  father  was  a 
damn'd  rafcal — but  no  matter  ;  you  may 
be  a  good  girl  for  all  that.  I  did  intend 
to  fee  with  my  own  eyes,  whether  Sir 
Charles  and  you  deferved  all  1  heard  of 
you,  before  I  difcovered  myfelf  ;  but,  if  I 
propofc  one  thing,  the  direft  contrary  is 
"  P  2  fure 
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fure  to.  happen  :  And  I  believe  in  my  con- 
fcience,  the  fared  way  I  could  get  to  hea- 
ven, would  be  to  fet  out  poll  to  the  de- 
vih" 


As  I  now  began  to  underftand  a  little  of 
my  Uncle's  character,  I  endeavoured  to 
accommodate  myfelf  to  his  humour,  and 
told  him  that,  in  his  next  journey,  I  hoped 
he  would  make  Harwood  his  purgatory, 
or  middle  ftate,  when  I  would  do  all  in  my 
power  to  convince  him,  that  he  was  not  fo 
very  unfortunate  as  he  thought  himfelf,  by 
introducing  him  to  a  new  relation,  who,  I 
hoped,  would  feem  worthy  of  his  friend- 
fliip. 

At  that  inflant  Robert  came  with  the 
coach,  and  informed  me  that  Sir  Charles 
was  juft  arrived*  As  it  was  impoffible  to 
remove  Lord  Belmount,  I  infilled  on  lea- 
ving James  to  attend  him,  though  he  de- 
clared he  would  have  no  nurfe  but  little 
-j.    /  Clara, 
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Clara,  whole  franknefs   had  quite  capti- 
vated him. 

This  morning  Sir  Charles  and  I  waited 
on  him.  He  received  us  with  much  kind* 
nefs,  but  talked  to  Sir  Charles  in  a  man- 
ner which  obliged  me  to  quit  the  room* 
What  pleafure,  my  dear  Maria,  can  a  man 
find,  "in  putting  a  -modeft  woman  out  of 
countenance  ?  Does  the  circumftance  of 
her  being  married  authorife  fuch  licentious 
freedoms  ?  For  my.purt,  there  is.  a  facred- 
nefs  in  the  name  of  wife,  which  makes  me 
a  thoufand  times  more  eafily  hurt,  by  any 
infult  of  this  kind,  than  formerly  :  And 
they  muft  be  ftrangers  to  the  nature  of 
true  delicacy,  who  fuppofe  it  lefs  effential 
to  the  married  than  the  virgin  ftate.. 

Lord  Belmount  expreffes  much  fatisfac- 
tion  in  the  care  and  attention  of  Mrs  Clif- 
ford ;  and,  from  the  great  partiality  he; 
ihews  to  Clara>  I  am  inclined  to  hope  he 

P  3  may 


174        MISS    GREVILLE. 

may  be  led  to  do  fomething  for  her  mo- 
ther. His  fortune  is  large,  and  my  good 
offices  fhall  not  be  wanting  to  engage  him 
to  do  fo.     Adieu,  dear  Maria,  adieu, 

Julia  Mortimer. 


LETTER     XCVIII. 

Mj/s  Lucy  Herbert  to  Mrs  Helen  Maria  Stanley. 

London. 

The  reception  you  give  my  letters,  my 
dear  Aunt,  makes  me  both  happy  and 
vain,  and  induces  me  to  take  up  my  pen 
as  often  as  I  have  a  moment's  leifure.  In- 
deed,  the  avocations  here  are  fo  many, 
that  I  can  hardly  find  time  to  fay  my  pray- 
ers, unlefs  when  I  fend  them  poft  to  Hea- 
ven by  way  of  ejaculation. 

Tell 
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Tell  my  uncle,  he  does  rne  great  injuf- 
tice  in  thinking  I  forget  him,  becaufe  I  do 
not  cummunicate  to  hiin  all  the  wonders 
of  this  little  world.  I  know  he  is  a  philo- 
fopher,  and,  as  fuch,  that  it  would  refled 
on  his  underftanding  to  believe  any  thing 
he  has  not  feen.  And,  though  I  may  ven- 
ture to  pour  my  intelligence  into  the  che- 
riihed  ears  of  fweet  credulity,  he  furely 
would  not  have  me  fufpect  him  of  any  de- 
gree of  faith  unbecoming  a  gentleman  ; 
and,  to  -credit  ail  my  information,  requires 
a  larger  portion  than  ufually  falls  to  the 
{hare  of  fuch  enlightened  minds* 

Our  enormities,  my  dear  Aunt,  in  the 
way  of  drefs  and  amufement,  do  indeed 
exceed  all  belief,  and  call  loudly  for  the 
lafti  of  criticifin.  The  keen,  the  delicate 
edge  of  Addition's  wit  would  have  been 
thrown  away,  on  the  grofs  abfurdities  of 
our  days.  I  am  juft  returned  from  the 
Opera,    fatigued    and    difgufted   beyond 

meafure* 
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tteafore.  H%aVeh3  !  hew  aftonifhin^,  that 
people  ihould  boak  the  privilege  cfrea- 
fon,  and  )^et  fubmit  with  patierue  to  be- 
hola  ch.c  lali  ixifult  on  -tSft&  and  under- 
ftanding. 

The  firft  piece  I  witneffed  was  that  of 
Jerufalem  Delivered.  I  was  told  it  was  a 
ferlous  opera,  and,  accordingly,  before  the 
curtain  drew  up,  had  compofed  every 
mufcle  of  my  face  into  a  correfponding 
gravity.  Judge,  if  my  rifible  faculties 
could  reufain  undifturbed,  when  I  faw  the 
noble,  dauntlefs,  heroic  Tancred,  fwim  in, 
with  a  hoop  petticoat,  brocade  coat  of 
mail,  and  vifor  glittering  with  diamonds, 
and  heard  him  fqueek  forth  his  unquench- 
able love  of  glory,  in  a  recitative  fo  foft, 
it  might  have  been  miftaken  for  a  funeral 
cfirge.  is  martial  ardor,  too,  feemed  to 
receive  fuch  a  violent '(hock,- by  the  break- 
ing of  a  firing  in  a  huge  bafs  viol,  that 
the  audience  were  led  to  fufpeft,  from  his 

vifible 
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vifible  difcompofure,  that  this  boaftful  hero 
was  a  mere  bravo. 


The  next  opera  prefented  two  confcious 
lovers  on  the  very  brink  of  an  explanation. 
During  a  long  fymphony,  the  lady  flood 
on  the  tiptoe  of  expe&ation  ;  and  the  im- 
patient gallant  feemed  jufl  ready  to  pour 
forth  his  tranfports  in  due  form  ;  when, 
to  the  amazement  of  the  fpe&ators,  he  fa- 
ced about  to  the  ftage,  and  addreflcd  a 
mod  divine  air  to  an  oiled-paper  moon, 
which  at  that  inftant  rofe  in  cloudlefs  ma- 
jefty,  behind  one  of  the  fcenes. 

In  the  laft  piece,  I  was  dreadfully  a- 
larmed  by  the  entrance  of  an  enraged  and 
jealous  lover,  who,  fierce  as  a  tyger,  flew 
to  feize  his  rival,  and  plunge  his  dagger  in 
his  breafl  ;  when  lo  !  arretted  by  his  in- 
chanting  accents,  he  flood  meek  and  filent, 
by  the  fide  of  the  hated  raviffeer  j  who  not 

only 
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only  diverted  him  from  his  bloody  pur- 
pofe,  but  fung  him  out  of  it  altogether. 

If  one  has  the  misfortune  to  be  but  im- 
perfectly fkllled  in  the  Italian  language,  it 
is  impoffible  to  guefs  the  drift  of  the  au- 
thor, as  all  the  paflions  that  can  affail  the 
human  heart  have  here  but  one  mode  of 
expreffing  themfelves. 

A  bravo  aflaults  with  the  accents  of.  an 
angel ;  a  rival  gives  the  lie  with  a  trill  and 
a  cadence  ;  and  a  man's  miftrefs  fmgs  her 
denial  fo  melodioufly,  that  I  do  not  fee. 
how  it  is  poflible  he  can  believe  her  in 
earneft. 

I  am  always  fo,  when  I  allure  my  dear 
Aunt  of  the  refpedful  gratitude  and  affec- 
tion of  her 

Lucy  Herbert* 

LETTER 
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LETTER     XCIX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harwood. 
Lord  Belmount  being  quite  recovered, 
came  here,  and  fpent  fome  days,  much 
more  to  my  fatisfa&ion  than  I  could  have 
believed  poffible.  Little  Clara  was  his 
companion.  I  am  pleafed  to  fee  his  grow- 
ing fondnefs  for  the  child,  and  venture  to 
form  the  moft  happy  prefages,  refpe&ing 
her  future  fortune,  from  that  circum- 
ftance. 

My  uncle  feems  to  be  one  of  thofe 
ftrange  people,  who  hide  a  tender  heart 
under  a  rough  and  even  rude  manner ; 
who,  by  affuming  a  certain  bluntnefs  and 
peculiarity  of  behaviour,  think  themfelves 

privileged 
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privileged  to  fhock  all  their  quiet  unof- 
fending neighbours,  and  fay  and  do  jufl 
what  they  pleafe. 

How  many  good  people  are  there  in  the 
world,  Maria,  who,  from  want  of  that  nice 
difcernment,  and  quick  fenfe  of  propriety, 
which  we  denominate  good  tafte,  or  from 
little  petulancies,  and  particularities  of 
temper,  would  have  rendered  me  mod  un- 
happy !  The  Angular  delicacy  of  Sir 
Charles's  mind  gives  me  a  freedom  and 
fecurity  in  converfation  with  him,  -\vifich 
is  the  very  foul  of  focial  intereourfe.  And 
I  think  1  may  venture  to  promife  fo  far  on 
our  tempers,  that  we  will  never  give  each 
other  pain,  either  by  wilfulnefs,  caprice, 
or  unkindnefs. 

For  this  beft  of  men  it  has  been  referved 
to  reftore  me  to  the  enjoyment  of  life,  and 
even  awaken  a  wifh  that  it  may  be  pro- 
longed.     And,  oh  !    to  me  may  it   be 

granted 


MISS   GREVL.LE,         iU 

granted  to  fweeten  every  fubfequent  hour 
of  his !  To  anticipate  his  wifties,  fmile  a- 
way  his  cares,  foothe  his  inquietudes,  and, 
by  finding  my  own  happinefs  in  promoting 
his,  to  render  exiftence  a  bleffing  to  both* 

I  cannot  better  defcribe  my  prefent  fitu* 
ation,  than  in  the  words  of  Lord  Boling- 
broke  :  **  I  enjoy  that  quietnefs  of  mind, 
which  is  never  greatly  interrupted  by  the 
cafes  of  the  world,  and  which  often  rifes 
to  that  chearfulnefs  which  difpofes  me  tQ 
wifirwell  to  all  around  me." 

We  are  jufl  returned  from  church, 
where' we  have  heard  a  noble  difcourfe* 
and  moft  heavenly  mufic.  I  know  many 
people  would  have  nothing  to  mingle  iit 
our  religious  worfhip  but  what  is  purely 
fpirituai.  For  my  part,  I  do  not  expeft  to 
fee  mankind,  on  earth,  exalted  to  the  dig- 
nity and  privileges  of  angels.  And  fo  great 
an  advocate  am  I  for  interefting  the  exter- 

Vol.  III.  (^  nal 
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nal  fenfes  in  our  devotional  exercifes,  that 
I  would  wifh  to  take  all  the  aids  to  mine 
which  the  fine  arts,  efpecially  mufic,  could 
fupply. 

How  much,  Dear  Maria,  are  we  in- 
debted to  the  divine  goodnefs  for  minds 
formed  to  relifh  a  fpecies  of  happinefs, 
which,  I  fear,  is  but  little  known  to  the  ge- 
nerality of  mankind  !  Some  reftlefs  care, 
fome  fecret  apprehenfion,  fome  hidden 
fource  of  difguft  or  uneafinefs,  feems  to 
difturb  the  mind  of  almoft  every  perfon  I 
meet.  Whilft,  in  the  pleafing  care  of 
rendering  each  other  happy,  the  moderate 
and  grateful  enjoyment  of  the  goods  of 
fortune,  and  the  regular  difcharge  of  reli- 
gious, focial,  and  domeftic  duties,  we  tafte 
that  fweet  and  ferene  contentment,  that 
approaches  neareft  to  what  we  imagine 
fOiuft  conftitute  the  repofe  of  the  blefled. 

May 


MISS   GREVILLE.         183 

May  it  be  our  care  to  improve  thofe  af- 
fe&ions  and  difpbfitions  the  Almighty  hath 
bellowed  on  us,  that  the  connexion 
which  here  makes  our  whole  hap.pinefs 
may  be  worthy  of  forming  a  part  of  it 
hereafter.     So  prays  fervently  your 

Julia  Mortimer* 

LETTER      C. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoocL 

It  will  give  pleafure  to  the  mofl  bene- 
volent of  my  friends  to  be  affured  that  I 
am  continuing,  with  a  grateful  heart,  to 
enjoy  the  various  bleffings  with  which  I 
am  furrounded.  The  happinefs  of  my 
fiufband  redoubles  mine.  Oh,  Maria  ! 
it  is  a  noble,  a  generous  joy  I  feel  in  con- 
ferring it. 

My  uncle  has  again  paid  us  a  vifit  ;  he 
,  is  kindly  partial  to  me,  and  avoids  thofe 

Q^2  little 
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little  improprieties  in^converfation  which 
he  faw  gave  me  pain.  He  told  me,  that  he 
perceived  I  could  not  bear  a  jeft  ;  but  he 
forgave  me,  as  my  fhynefs  was  the  effe£t  of 
my  country  breeding,  not  of  affectation* 

His  manners  have  all  that  roughnefs  and 
feverity,  which  is  ufually  acquired  by  li- 
ving alone ;  and  which  the  tender  and  do- 
meftic  connections  infenfibly  wear  away, 
or  convert  into  that  yielding  complacency, 
that  gives  grace  to  virtue,  and  in  mixed 
focieties  in  fome  meafure  fupplies  the  ab- 
fence  of  it. 

He  feemed  very  inquifitive  about  Mrs 
Clifford,  whofe  ftory  I  related  to  him, 
without  mentioning  the  name  of  him  who 
was  the  caufe  of  her  misfortunes.  Next 
morning  he  came  into  my  dreffing-room, 
and  taking  out  a  paper,  "  Here,  child,'3" 
faid  he,  <s  we  muft  refpecc  people's  feelings 
as  well  as  their   neceflities ;  give  this  to 

vour 


MISS  GREVILLE.  185 

your  friend  wheivl^im  gone — to-morrow, 
I  mean,  for  I  have  no  thought  of  underta- 
king my  laft  journey  yet. 

"  You  are  a  noble  creature,  and  above 
the  little  dirty  felfifh  arts  of  your  fex.  Be- 
fides,  your  boy  fliall  have  enough.  Re- 
member I  won't  have  a  girl.  My  little 
nurfe  will  ferve  all  the  purpofes  of  a  daugh- 
ter. I  might  have  delayed  giving  her  a 
portion  (like  others)  till  I  could  make  no 
ufe  of  it  myfelf ;  but  I  choofe  rather  to 
fee  people  look  happy  while  I  live,  than  be 
aflured  they  will  do  fo  at  my  funeral/* 

On  examining  my  depofit,  I  found  in  it 
a  bank-bill  for  a  thoufand  pounds.  This 
generous  gift  will  make  Mrs  Clifford  per- 
fectly eafy  through  life,  and  remove  from 
her  breaft  every  anxious  care,  refpedting  a 
future  provifion  for  her  child. 

Ten  thoufand  bieffings  on  the  donor! 

Take  thy  joke,  good  Lord  Belmount,  and 

<U  let 
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let  none  dare  to  condemn  thee,  till  they 
can  fay,  "  I  am  free  from  weaknefs." 
Mean  time,  let  thy  difinterefted  kindnefsbe 
a  fan&ion  for  thine. 

Hie  melancholy  truths  you  tell  me,  with 
refpeft  to  the  licentioufnefs  and  univerfal 
diffipation  that  prevail  in  polite    circles, 
make  me  fhrink  with  apprehenfion,  from 
the  profpeft  of  entering  that  world,  where 
fo  many  fources  of  difguft  arife,   and  fo 
many  dangers  await  me.     The  profligate 
manners   of  thofe  whofe  rank   and  for- 
tune  render   the  influence  of  their    ex- 
ample   not  only   contagious   but    exten- 
five,  is  never  enough  to  be  deplored.  Per- 
haps the  evil  might  be  remedied  in  part, 
were  gentlemen  in  the  country  to  educate 
their  children,  particularly  girls,  with  pro. 
per  teachers,  under  their  own  infpe&ion, 
inftead  of  fending  them  to  crouded  board - 
ing-fchools  and  academies,  where  the  bad 

difpofiU 
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difpofitions  of  one  child  often  ferve  to  cor* 
rupt  the  whole. 

Confcious,  my  dear  Maria,  that  I  have 
not  ftrength  to  ftruggle  with  fo  many 
adverfaries  as  the  great  world  fupplies, 
I  feek  for  fhelter  in  the  quiet  of  retire- 
ment. In  doing  fo,  I  may  perhaps  be  ac- 
cufed  of  betraying  a  feeble  and  daftardly 
fpirit  ;  but,  if  one  is  fenfible  of  one's  own 
weaknefs,  is  it  not  wifer  to  fhun  the  com- 
bat, than  rife  being  foiled  in  an  unequal 
conteil  ?  If  I  cannot  merit  the  laurel 
wreathe,  let  me  drive  to  cherifh  the  olive- 
branch. 

The  amiable  family  at  the  Grove  have 
been  in  dreadful  anxiety  for  fome  days. 
By  the  laft  expreffes  from  America,  the  fi- 
tuation  of  the  two  armies  was  fuch  as  made 
it  univerfally  believed  that  a  general  en- 
gagement was  inevitable, 
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O  Maria !  a  thoufand  gloomy  prefages 
cloud  my  dejedled  foul,  as  often  as  I  think 
on  the  amiable  unfortunate  Rivers.  Dear 
and  refpedable  friend  !  if  poffible,  more 
dear,  more  deferving  than  ever,  may  Hea- 
ven long  preferve  thee,  at  once  to  ihare 
and  conftitute  the  happinefs  of  thy  family, 
$nd  the  friends  who  truly  love  thee ! 

No  longer  confcious  of  entertaining  a 
fentiment  for  which  I  ought  to  blufh,  there 
is  a  tendernefs,  a  melancholy,  .  connected 
with  my  friendfhip  for  Rivers,  which  has 
fomething  in  it  inexpreffibiy  affeSing.  It 
is  a  mixture  of  gratitude,  admiration,  and 
pity,  of  which  none  can  judge,  but  fuch  as 
have  been  placed  in  our  very  peculiar 
circumftances,  and  are  acquainted,  by  ex- 
perience,  with  the  moft  tender  fentiments 
of  which  the  human  heart  is  fufceptible. 
Friendfhip  for  you,  warm  and  fincere, 
holds,  and   ever  will    hold,  a  principal 

place 
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place  in  mine  j  for  I  am  unfeignedly  your 
affectionate 

Julia  Mortimer* 


LETTER    CI. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoocL 

Yes,  Maria,  I  love,  I  tenderly  love  Sir 
Charles.  The  generofity  of  his  conduit 
laid  the  foundation  of  my  efteem  j  his  care 
to  render  me  happy  daily  enhances  my 
gratitude ;  and  the  delicacy  of  his  affe&ion 
has  awakened  in  my  bofom  feelings  which 
I  thought  were  for  ever  banifhed  from 
thence. 

To  a  heart  fo  long  a  ft  ranger  to  plea- 
fure,  there  is  a  charm  in  loving  and  being 
beloved,  in  feeling  one's  felf  of  the  laft  im- 
portance to  the  objeft  of  one's  beft  affec- 
tion^ 
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tions,  that  is  a  thoufand  times  more  de- 
lightful and  endearing  than  any  other 
earthly  enjoyment. 

Though,  in  fpite  of  every  effort,  the  me- 
mory of  the  pad  will  at  times  obtrude  it- 
felf,  yet  fuch  is  the  effedt  of  the  conftant 
chearfulnefs  of  Sir  Charles's  temper,  and 
his  folicitude  to  procure  me  every  fpecies 
of  amufement,  that  mine  infenfibly  catches 
the  tone  of  his  mind. 

My  tranquility  is  uninterrupted,  my  fpi- 
rits  eafy,  my  fancy  occupied  with  the  moft 
agreeable  images,  and  my  heart  contented, 
and  full  of  hope.  What  a  happy,  happy 
change,  Maria,  from  that  joylefs  apathy, 
that  liftlefs  deje£lion,to  which  you  formerjy 
beheld  me  a  prey  ! 

Sir  Charles  and  I  are  juft  returned  from 
vifiting  a  remarkable  fine  feat  in  this  coun- 
try, where  Engiifh  magnificence  is    pro- 

fufely, 
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fufely,  but,  I  think,  injudicioufiy  difplayed* 
I  was  a  good  deal  difgufted  with  what 
feemed  to  me  a  violation  of  that  unity  of 
defign  which  charaderifes  a  juft  tafle,  and 
that  obtrufive  difplay  of  art,  which  gene- 
rally betrays  a  bad  one.  Upon  refle£tion9 
however,  this  may  not  be  fo  ill-judged  as  I 
at  firft  imagined.  In  this  country,  the 
productions  of  Nature  are  fo  various,  grand, 
and  beautiful,  that  perhaps  the  only  way  to 
increafe  the  effeft  of  her  charms,  is  to  op- 
pofe  art  as  a  foil  to  her.  Certain  it  is,  that, 
after  being  tired  with  level  lawns,  regular 
gardens,  fmooth  canals,  and  gilded  tem- 
ples, I  returned  with  redoubled  delight  and 
admiration  to  the  roaring  torrent,  the  mift- 
clad  hill,  the  wild  wood,  and  winding 
ft  ream* 

The  Cleveland  family  were  of  our  party. 
Rivers,  the  amiable  Rivers,  was  the  fub- 
je£t  of  our  converfation,  as  often  as  Lady 
Sophia  and  I  found  an  opportunity  of  with- 
drawing from  the  company.     Her  gentle 

heart 


t9s        MISS   GREVILLL 

heart  is  overwhelmed  with  anxiety  on  his 
account.  She  fays  there  is  a  defpondency 
and  dejection  viftble  in  the  (tile  of  his  two 
laft  letters,  that  exceedingly  alarms  her. 
Alas !  what  can  I  fay  to  give  her  com- 
ibrt! 

I  have  been  enjoying  a  folitary  walk  in 
the  wood.  How  fweetly  in  harmony  with 
my  foul  are  the  folemn  objects  I  have  been 
contemplating  !  The  moon,  flowly  fifing 
behind  the  hill,  is  enlightening,  with  her 
trembling  beams,  the  fmooth  furface  of 
the  water,  and  checkering  the  wood  with  a 
thoufand  fantaftie  fnapes.  How  (till  is  e- 
very  objeft  !  The  filence  and  folitude  that 
furround  me,  are  delightfully  in  unifon 
with  the  ferenity  of  my  mind.  I  look  back, 
Maria  !  a  tear  deals  down  my  cheek,  and 
a  figh  fwells  my  bofom  ;  but  there  is  a 
luxury  inexplicable  in  fuch  a  mild  forrow, 
as  refle&ion  now  excites  in  that  of  your 
friend. 

Think 
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Think  not  that  mine  is  wholly  confined 
to  this  low  and  limited  fphere.  I  lift  my 
eyes  to  unnumbered  worlds,  that  roll  in 
filent  Majefty  through  the  yaft  expanfe  of 
heaven,  and  my  foul  to  Him  who  created 
them. 

How  wonderful  are  thy  works,  Lord 
God  Almighty,  inwifdom  haft  thou  made 
them  all ! 

And  yet,  my  friend,  there  are,  whofe 
narrow  capacities  comprehend  not  a  gene- 
ral  emolument  $  who  derogate  from  the 
power  and  wifdom  of  the  Supreme  Being 
by  fuppofing  all  thofe  glorious  luminaries 
created  for  the  benefit  of  a  fingle  order  of 
exiftences.  Blind  and  felnfh !  y0Ur  ado. 
rations  arife  from  conceptions  of  the  De- 
ity, which  in  effeft  render  him  left  worthy 
of  being  adored.  It  is  thus  that  the  wif- 
dom of  God  makes  even  the  weakneft  and 
preemption  of  men  to  praife  him. 

V0I"m*  H  Far*. 
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Farewell,  my  reafonable,  my  pious 
friend  !  I  write  to  you  the  thought  of 
the  moment  :  To  apologife  for  addreffing 
to  you  thofe  that  are  ferious,  would  be  to 
infult  your  underftanding,  as  well  as  to  in- 
jure your  friendfhip.  My  efteem  of  the 
one,  and  gratitude  for  the  other,  fhall  be 
as  lading  as  the  life  df  your 

Julia  Mortimer* 


LETTER     CI1. 

"Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert, 

Harwood. 

Fatigued,  for  fome  days  part,  with  the 
fociety  of  people  but  little  agreeable  or  in- 
terefting  to  me,  on  their  leaving  Harwood 
this  morning,  I  felt  like  one  efcaped  from 
prifon.  I  rambled  into  the  wood  j  the 
fun  fhone  with  that  mild  kflre  peculiar  to 

this 
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this  feafon  ;  I  was  never  weary  of  con* 
gratulating  myfelf  on  the  length  of  the  day 
before  me,  and  fpent  the  firft  hours  of  it 
hi  planning  employment  for  thofe  that 
were  to  fucceed.  They  are  come  to  a 
clofe ;  and,  on  inquiring  how  they  have 
been  filled  up,  I  find  they  have  pair- 
ed as  in  a  dream,  of  which  hardly  ons 
trace  remains, — judge  what  fatisfafiion  I 
can  have  on  the  review. 

Is  not  this,  my  friend,  a  juft  emblem  of 
life  ?  Are  not  its  firft  years  fpent  in  learn- 
ing  how  to  live  ?  Does  not  the  future  em- 
ploy all  our  hopes  and  defires  ?  Is  not  the^ 
prefent  fuffered  to  fteal  away  unnoticed, 
unimproved,  and  even  unenjoyed :  And 
does  not  life  itfelf  come  to  an  end,  before 
we  have  attained  the  true  art  of  living  ? 

I  have  juft  parted  with  the  amiable  La* 
dy  Sophia*  Sir  Charles  is  gone  to  attend 
her  home*     I  think  fhe  has  hife&ed  me 

with. 
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with  her  melancholy  apprehenfions.  Suf- 
penfe,  added  to  fear,  feems  almofl  too 
much  for  a  mind  fo  femininely  fenfible  as 
her\s.  May  pitying  Heaven  relieve  her, 
and  avert  every  evil  from  the  brother  of 
her  heart  !  Oh  may  he  yet  return,  the 
chearful,  engaging,  eftimable  Rivers,  that 
firfl  I  knew  him. 

Sir  Charles  is  arrived.  He  looks  up  to 
my  window.  I  underftand  his  fmile  of  in- 
vitation, and  will  accompany  him  to  our 
evening  walk.  How  eafy  is  obedience 
when  love  makes  duty  delightful  ! 

Ah?  Maria  !  what  do  I  fee !  Lord  Cleve- 
land's fervant  in  tears !  He  delivers  a  pac- 
ket to  James—Sir  Charles  enters— Oh  ! 
Heaven  fupport  us !  my  fears  are  juftified ! 
™-Rivers3  the  bed  and  cleared  ! — O  Ma- 
lia !  Rivers  is  no  more  ! — — 

LETTER 


MISS  GREVILLE*         197 

LETTER      CHI. 

Sir  Charles  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harwood.* 

The  inclofed  letter,  my  dear  Madam, 
will  probably  render  further  information 
fuperfiuous.  You  will  fee  by  it  what  an 
irreparable  lofs  his  country,  family,  and 
friends,  have  fuilained,  by  the  death  of 
the  moil  excellent  of  men,  the  gallant,  ge« 
nerous,  noble  Rivers !— Oh,  Mifs  Herbert  I 
what  heart  but  mull  fympathize  in  a  for* 
row  fo  extreme,  yet  fo  reafonable,  as  that 
of  his  defolate  family  I  I  fear  my  Julia 
feels  it  too  deeply.  Though  prepared  by 
her  fears  to  expeft  the  fatal  news,  the  fud« 
dennefs  of  it  fo  entirely  overcame  her  fpU 
rits,  that,  on  entering  her  room,  I  found 
her  jufl  finking  from  her  chair,  andfortu* 
nately  reached  it  in  time  to  present  he? 
falling  to  the  ground* 

R  3  She 
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She  is  quite  compofed,  but  fo  greatly 
affii&ed,  that  I  will  make  no  apology  for 
quitting  her  friend,  to  try,  by  fharing,  to 
foothe  the  forrows  of  the  moft  loved  and 
deferving  of  the  human  race. 

Do  me  the  juftice,  dear  Mifs  Herbert,  to 
place  amongft  the  moft  fmcere  of  your 
friends,  for  I  am  truly 

Your  refpeftful,  affe&ionate, 

And  very  humble  fervant, 

Charles  Mortimer, 


LETTER     CIV. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

KarwoocL 
Maria  !  what  a  dark,  what  a  myfterious 
plan  is  that  of  Providence  !  The  good5  the 
exemplary  are  taken  away  j  the  wicked  live, 

nay 
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nay  triumph  in  their  crimes !  What  need 
have  we  of  the  anchor  of  hope,  to  hold  us 
firm  amidft  the  ftorms  of  adverfity  !  what 
need  of  the  profpeft  of  the  next  world  to 
fupport  us  under  the  complicated  trials  of 
this  ! 

Sir  Charles,  ever  kind  and  watchful,  in- 
fifts  on  my  quitting  my  pen.  His  tender 
anxieties  ought  to  be  quieted  ;  they  affeft 
me  deeply.  I  look  up,  and  fee  the  tear  of 
fympathy  trembling  in  his  eye  :  I  ftart  at 
the  recolle&ion,  that  Mortimer,  like  Ri- 
vers, is  mortal.  I  fay  to  myfelf,  if  I  linger 
here  a  few  years  more,  my  age  will  be 
without  friends ! 

Yet,  let  me  not  fay  fo.  There  is  one 
friend,  the  friend  of  human  kind,  the 
friend  both  of  foul  and  body,  on  whom  I 
may  and  will  depend,  O  blefled  reliance ! 
of  which,  neither  time,  accident,  nor  death 
can  deprive  me !  which  is  not  affected  by 

she 
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the  changes  of  this  tranfient  fcene,  and  the 
objeft  of  which  becomes  more  precious  to 
the  foul,  in  proportion  as  the  glory  and 
excellence,  of  all  terreftrial  obje&s  vanifh 
away. 

Sir  Charles  fends  Sally  to  entreat  me  to 
have  done.  She  fliall  tranfcribe  the  fatal 
packet  ;  I  am.  really  unequal  to  the  talk* 
Your 

JtJLIA  MoRTIMERi 

LETTEK     CV.. 

Lady  Sophia  Rivers  to  Lady  Mortimer* 

The  moft  heavy  tidings  that  ever  pier- 
ced the  heart  of  an  affiidted  father  reached 
mine  laft  night.  He  did  not  find  cou- 
rage to  communicate  them  till  I  returned 
home  this  morning. 

Out 
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Our  diftrefs  may  be  conceived,  but  frbt 

defcribed. 

Perhaps,  my  dear  Lady  Mortimer,  it 
may  be  fafeft  for  us  all  to  meet  now,  when 
our  grief  can  admit  of  no  addition. 

Read  the  inclofed.  Oh,  how  it  will  af- 
fefl:  your  gentle  heart  !  Mine  lojigs  to 
mingle  its  forrows  with  your's  ;  but  a  fa- 
ther, finking  under  intolerable  anguiih, 
demands  all  my  duty  and  care.  Ah  ! 
would  to  heaven  I  could  alleviate  his  fuf- 
ferings,  by  taking  them  on  myfelf !  Alas ! 
the  weight  of  my  own  is  more  than  I  can. 
well  fupport. 

I  know  your  companionate  heart  would 
indulge  the  fulnefs  of  mine  ;  but  I  am  un- 
able to  write  on  this  fubject,  or  think  of 
any  other.  Pray  for  me,  my  deareft,  kind* 
eft  friend  :  I  have  much  need  of  comfort 
from  Heaven,  for  I  (hall  find  none  on  earth, 

Ob, 
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Oh,  Lady  Mortimer  !  you  knew  his  vir- 
tues, you  will  cheriih  his  memory.  And 
whilft,  like  me,  you  ftrive  to  forget  your 
felfifh  forrow,  to  rejoice  in  the  fecure  feli- 
city of  the  mod  exalted  of  the  human 
race,  you  will  pity  the  defolate,  the  difconi. 
folate  filler  he  has  left  behind. 

Sophia  Rivers*. 


LETTER     CVI; 

Captain  Stanley  to  Lady  Sophia  Rivers* 

CharleftowtJo 

The  fatal  news  I  am  about  to  commu- 
nicate, can  neither  be  alleviated  by  cau* 
tion,  nor  rendered  lefs  grievous  by  delay* 
Unhappy  am  I>  in  being  forced  to  become 
the  mefifenger  of  fuch  diftreffing  intelli* 
gence  ! 

Deateflr 
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Beared  Lady  Sophia,  let  me  conjure 
you  to  fummon  your  utmoft  fortitude, 
whild  you  read,  that  the  bed  of  men,  the 
brother  whom  you  fondly  loved,  expired 
in  my  arms,  on  Tuefday  morning,  the 
of  lad.  By  his  defire  I  addrefs  you  on 
this  mournful  occafion.  Alas  !  what  can 
I  fay  to  alleviate  your  forrow  ? 

1  feel  myfelf  quite  unable  to  offer  you 
that  confolation,  which  I  have ;  not  yet 
found  myfelf,  from  the  didates  of  reafon. 
Let  us  feek  it  in  the  hopes  of  religion } 
thefe  are  your's,  and  they  will  not  fail  you 
at  this  mod  trying  crifis. 

After  the  firft  violence  of  grief  is  aba* 
ted,  I  know  you  will  find  a  fad  fatisfa&ion 
in  learning  ail  the  melancholy  particulars* 
Anxious  to  adminifteir  to  your  affiifted 
heart,  the  only  comfort  now  in  my  power 
to  give — the  only  tribute  I  can  pay,  to  the ? 
memory  of  the  deareft  of  friends,  and 

braved 
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bravefl  of  men,  I  proceed  to  the  difmal  re- 
cital. 

The  moment  I  heard  Lord  Rivers  was 
returned  to  America,  I  flew  to  meet  him, 
too  well  affured,  that,  under  the  preilure 
of  fo  heavy  a  difappointment,  he  would 
ftand  in  need  of  all  the  fupport  friendfhip 
can  fupply.  I  was  exceedingly  (truck 
with  his  appearance,  which  betrayed  no 
marks  of  violent  or  agitating  forrow,  but 
far  worfe,  of  a  calm  and  fettled  defpair. 

He  gave  me  a  mod  affe&ing  account  of 
his  laft  interview  with  Lady  Mortimer  ; 
and,  at  the  conclufion  of  it,  "  Stanley," 
faid  he,  "  to  hare  remained  in  England, 
would  have  been  to  increafe  my  own  mi. 
fery,  by  xlifturbing  the  peace  of  that  moft 
angelic  woman.  Hope  in  this  world  I 
have  none.  What  a  wretch  were  I,  after 
the  avowal  file  has  fo  nobly  made  me, 
could  I  indulge  a  wifh  to  fee  her  Ms  per- 

fed? 
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fed  ?  No,  Stanley,  I  am  incapable  of  fuch 
bafenefs.  No  longer  will  I  oppofe  the  will 
of  Heaven.  But  oh,  may  that  Being  who 
has  fo  forely  afflicted  me  abridge  my  trial  ; 
nor  condemn  me  tadrag  on  a  joylefs  exift- 
ence — an  exile  from  my  country — a  Gran- 
ger to  peace — forever  baniflied  from  her, 
whofe  affe&ion  was — O  Stanley  !  is  my 
all/' 

The  very  next  day,  a  fecret  and  import- 
ant expedition  was  concerted  by  Lord 
M and  other  officers,  when  your  bro- 
ther eagerly  foiicited  permiffion  to  condud: 
the  party.  In  vain  his  worthy  patron  en- 
deavoured to  diffuade  him  from  the  hazar- 
dous attempt;  he  was  determined;  and 
nothing  could  prevail  with  him  to  relin- 
quifh  this  opportunity  of  diftinguiftiing 
himfelf. 

Vol.  IIL  &  The 
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The  attack  was  made,  and  fucceeded  : 
But  dearly  did  thefe  conquerors  purchafe 
vi&ory,  by  a  lofs  never  to  be  repaired. 

Your  gallant  brother  was  brought  home 
mortally  wounded,  and  the  ball  could  not 
be  extracted,  without  hazard  of  inftant 
death. 

At  his  own  detire,  he  was  brought  back 
in  a  litter  to  Charleftown. 

Entirely  ignorant  of  the  whole  affair, 
judge  of  my  fituation,  when  his  fervant, 
with  a  countenance  imprefled  with  horror, 
entered  my  apartment,  and,breathlefs  with 
Jhafte,  intreated  me  to  come  to  his  matter 
without  a  moment's  delay.  I  found  him  lying 
on  his  bed,fupported  by  pillows.  He  held  out 
his  feeble  arms  to  embrace  me  ;  but  the 
ghaitly  features  of  my  friend  fo  fhocked 
nie?  that  I  could  not  utter  a  fjfffebte.1  <  )* 
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"  Stanley  !  my  bell  of  friends,"  faid  he, 
with  a  voice  fcarcely  articulate,  <c  Heaven 
in  mercy  has  heard  my  prayers,  and  1  (hall 
icon  be  at  reft.— Nay,  weep  not,  I  conjure 
you,  but  rejoice  at  n^y  releafe."  Then  ta- 
king a  letter  which  lay  near  him,  and  put- 
ting it  into  my  hand,  "  to  you,  friend  cf 
my  heart,  to  you  I  truft  this  lafl,  this  only 
proof  of—why  fhould  I  call  it  wreaknefs  ? 
—of  my  unfhaken  fidelity  to  my  Julia.  Bear 
witnefs,  Stanley,  that  I  have  ever  loved  her 
as  fhe  deferved  to  be  loved/* 

Then  taking  Lady  Mortimer's  pi&ure 
from  under  his  pillow,  he  kiffed  and  gazed 
on  it  ;  and  holding  it  between  his  trem> 
biing  Kands,  "  Oh,"  cried  he,  with  a 
voice  interrupted  by  ftghs,  rt  may  Hea- 
ven— may  Heaven  blefs,  comfort,  protect 
my  fours  dear  treafure  !  and,  this  Jhort 
life  ended,  unite  again  thefe  hearts,  which 
not  even  death  can  entirely  divide  \*' 

S  2  At 
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At  that  moment  the  chaplain,  who  had 
been  fent  for,  came  in  ;  and,  approaching 
the  bed,  grafped  his  hand  in  filent  nn-v 
guifh. 

"  I  requefi:  the  aid  of  your  prayers,  my 
pious  friend,"  faid  he.  "  Pray  earneftly 
that  I  may  find  mercy- — and  foon,-  very 
foon,  be  permitted  to  depart  in  peace—* 
but  fpeak  not  of  recovery — it  is  now  inu 
pQffible— I  wifh  it  not." 

The  worthy  chaplain  read  the  office  <for 
the  fick,  with  a  voice  fcarcely  articulate. 
At  thefe  words,  "  After  this  painful  life  k 
ejided,  may  he  dwell  with  Thee  in  life  e- 
yerlafting,"  he  was  joined  by  your  dying 
brother  with  a  fervor  which  drew  tears 
from  the  eyes  even  of  the  firmeft. 

The  folemn  fervice  ended,  on  feeing 
us  all  deeply  affected,  he  gently  chid 
us  for  "  our  miftaken  pity/'     He  fpoke 

with 
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with  much  tendernefs  of  his  father  arid 
fitters,  lamented  that  they  fhould  fuffeT 
from  an  event  which  would  procure  hii- 
freedom   from  Offering— his    everlafting:; 
felicity-e 

As  he  grew  weaker  every  moment  from 
Icfs  of  blood,  he  often  preffed  my  hand 
feebly,  without  fpeaking.  At  length, 
making  an  effort  to  raife  himfelf,  "  I  am 
going,"  faid  he  calmly,  "  and  I  amrefigm 
ed.  Stanley — kindeft,  lateft  friend,  fare- 
well.    May  Almighty  God  blefs  you,  and 

blefs,  oh  blefs  forever  my my  Julia  I" 

Here  his  voice  failing,  he  funk  down,  and 
breathed  his  lad  figh  in  my  arms. 

What  a  fhort  but  glorious  courfe  has 
his  been  !  Unequalled  in  difpofitions,  emi- 
nent for  talents,  and  (lill  more  diftinguifh- 
ed  by  the  juft  application  of  them  5  he  ne- 
ver failed,  by  his  modeft  virtues,  to  con- 
ciliate the  affeSion  even  of  thofe  who  had 
not  refolution  to  follow  his  example.  Who 

S  3j  would.-- 
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would  not  covet  a  life  fo  refpe&able,  a  death 
fo  glorious  !  Who  would  not  afpire  to  be 
fo  generally  beloved — fo  juftly  lamented  ! 

He  was  interred- on  Thurfday  the  15th, 
with  every  mark  of  honour  and  diftin£tion 

in  the  power  of  Lord  M— ,  and  his  other 

forrowing  friends,  to  beftow. 

As  nothing  conne&ed  with  one  fo  dear  can 
be  uninterefiing,  I  fhall  make  no  apology 
to  his  amiable  fifter  for  communicating  the 
following  little  incident  ;  judging,  from  its 
effect  on  my  own  feelings,  how  tenderly 
it  muft  influence  your's. 

Very  early,  next  morning,  I  repaired  to 
the  fpot  where  the  facred  remains  of  my 
friend  were  depofited  ;  there  to  give  vent 
to  thofe  forrows,  which  it  is  pleafing  to  in- 
dulge, but  painful  to  expofe  to  obferva- 
tion. 

Scarcely  had  I  entered  the  church-yard,, 
when  my  attention  was  engaged  by  a  fol-r 

dier. 
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dier,  who  was  fitting  at  the  foot  of  the 
grave,  with  his  face  covered  with  one 
hand,  whilfl  the  other,  from  which  his 
firelock  had  dropt,  hung  motionlefs  by  his 
fide, 

I  flopped  a  moment,  that  I  might  not 
intrude  on  his  forrow  ;  but,  on  hearing 
the  poor  fellow  fob  aloud,  I  drew  nearer. 

At  the  found  of  feet  he  flarted  up^ 
fnatched  his  firelock,  and  haftily  wiping 
his  face,  was  about  to  retire.  But,  per- 
ceiving him  to  be  a  private  in  your  bro- 
ther's regiment,  I  flopped  him,  and,  witk 
a  lively  impulfe  of  that  fympathetic  kind 
which  tells  us  we  are  all  brothers,  fhook 
him  cordially  by  the  hand, 

"  Thomfon,"  faid  I,  "  do  not  let  me  di- 
fturb  you.  I  come,  like  you,  to  drop  a 
tear  over  the  filent  remains  of  the  beft  and 
braved  of  men." 

«  Oh, 


*»*     miss  cktvittt. 

**  Oh,  Sir !  O  Captain  Stanley,"  cried 
the  poor  fellow,  grafpihg  my  hand,-*-" 'he 
Was  your  friend  f  you  knew— all  the  afttiy 
knew  how  brave- — but  only  wretched  I 
knew  how  wonderfully  good  he  was  l" 

Here  a  flood  of  tears  chbaked  his  utte- 
rance. "  It  is  but  two  weeks  ago,"'  coto 
tinued  he,  "  fince  he  that  lies  dead  there, 
faved  me  both  from  fhame  and  death*  My, 
poor  wife  expired  that  morning  ;  my  little 
boy  was  crying  for  hunger.  I  left  the 
houle  in  defpair  ;  when,  feeing  his  honour 
at  a  diftanee,  I  took  courage,  came  up 
to  him,  and  told  him  my  diftrefs.  He  put 
two  guineas  into  my  hand  ;  but  unfortu- 
nately fome  of  my  comrades  perfuaded  me 
to  go  with  them  in  the  evening  to  an  ale 
houfe,  to  try  and  chear  me  a  little.  I  was 
foon  tipfy,  not  being  ufed  to  liquor.  They 
held  me  long  by  force  ;  at  length  I  broke, 
from  them,  and  was  hurrying  home,  whea^ 
they  overtook  me,  and  trying  to  force  me 

back> 
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back,  a  quarrel  followed.  Lord  Rivers  at 
tfiat  inftant  came  up,  and  attempting  to 
feparate  us, — oh  Sir  !  may  God  forgive 
me !  miflaking  him  for  one  of  my  compa- 
nions, I  gave  him  a  blow.  He  ordered  me 
into  cuftody  ;  but,  inftead  of  the  guard- 
room, he  made  me  be  carried  to  his  own 
lodging* 


"  Next  morning,  when  I  grew  fober,  I 
was  like  one  diftra&ed,  and  gave  myfelf 
up  for  loft.  He  entered  the  room  ;  I  fell 
on  my  knees,  but  he  did  not  fufxer  me  to 
fpeak." 

"  Thomfon,"  faid  he,  "  I  forgive  you  j 
but  remember  your  poor  boy,  who  has 
none  but  you  to.  depend  on,  and  never  a- 
gain  let  me  fee  you  intoxicated."  "  I  em- 
braced his  knees;  but  he  broke  from  me, 
and  would  not  hear  me.  Had  he  ordered 
me  to  receive  feme  hundred  lafnes,  and 

ex« 
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expofed  me  to  the  whole  regiment,  I  might 
in  time  have  forgot  both  my  crime  and  my 
punifhment.  But  he  forgave  me— oh  Cap- 
tain Stanley  !  he  forgave  me  without  one 
reproach,  and  by  Heavens  I  will  never  for- 
get him  !— — -And  yet,"  pointing  to  the 
grave,  "  there,  there  he  lies.  I  fhall  ne- 
ver hear  him  fpeak — never  blefs  him— 
never,  never  behold  him  more  I" 


Such,  dear  Lady  Sophia,  was  the  tenor 
of  your  lamented  RivciVs  conduct.  Let 
us  not  indulge  that  exceflive  forrow,  which 
would  unfit  us  for  imitating  his  example  ; 
but  moderate  our  own,  by  reflecting  that 
he  is  now  beyond  the  re^ch  of  thofe  cruel 
pangs  his  derth  hars  infli&ed ;  and  forever 
exempted,  both  from  the  weaknefs  and 
fu'fferings  of  mortality, 

I  fhall  write  to  Lord  Cleveland  to  mor- 
row. Mean  time,  afTure  his  Lcrdfhip,  and 

your 
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your  lifters,  of  the  moll  fincere  condolence 
of 

Your  affectionate  kinfman, 

And  moll  humble  fervant, 

Henry  Stanley* 

LETTER      CVII. 

Lord  Rivers  to  Lady  Sophia  Rivert* 

(Inclofed  in  the  preceding-) 

Before  this  reach  my  beloved  fifter,  the 
forrows  of  her  Rivers  will  be  no  more, 
Let  that  thought  yield  you  confolation,  e- 
ven  amidft  the  extreme  diflrefs  which  my 
death  mud  occafion  to  a  heart  fo  feelingly 
alive  as  your's. 

Stanley  will  tell  you  all — my  moments 
ate  precious— -a  few  only  remain  :  Let  me 
leize-onej  to  conjure  my  gentle  Sophia,  for 

mf 
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my  fake,  to  moderate  her  forrotf,  and 
ftrive  to  reprefs  it,  in  prefence  of  a  father 
whom  it  will  now  be  doubly  incumbent  on 
her  to  foothe,  fupport,  and  comfort. 

To  that  refpe&ed  parent  you  are  now  at 
liberty  to  reveal  the  only  circumftance  I 
ever  attempted  concealing  from  him.  He 
will  approve,  and  gladly  fulfil  the  laft  re- 
queft  of  his  fon,  whofe  every  wifh  he  ge- 
neroufly  indulged,  the  moment  it  was 
known.  You  will  learn  it  from  the  inclo- 
fed  copy  of  my  Will.  The  original  is 
contained  in  the  fealed  packet,  dire&ed  to 
Lady  Mortimer,  which  you  will  have  the 
goodnefs  to  deliver.  Cultivate,  I '  entreat 
you,  for  that  bed  of  women,  a  friendship 
commenced  in  forrow,  but  which  will 
contribute  to  your  mutual  comfort. 

Sophia,  my  deareft  Sophia,  farewell.  A 
little  while,  and  the  word  farewell ihall  ne- 
ver more  be  repeated. 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CVIIL 

Lord  Rivers  to  Lady  Mortimer* 

A  few,  a  very  few  hours,  and  the  fate 
of  Rivers  will  perhaps  be  determined.  An 
important  redoubt  of  the  enemy  is  to  be 
attacked  by  day-break.  The  attempt  is 
defperate  ;  who  then  fo  fit  to  conduct  it  as 
I  ?  I  have  requefted,  and  obtained  that 
honour.  A  few  truly  Sritifh  foldiers,  vo- 
lunteers in  this  hazardous  enterprife,  alrea- 
dy furround  my  tent,  impatient  of  my  de- 
lay.— u  I  come,  I  come" — Julia. !  if  I  fall, 
I  fhall  fall  with  honour,  and  you  will  not 
blufh  to  fay— Rivers  was  my  friend  !    I 

My  ardent  prayers  arife  to  Heaven  for 

your  happinefs,  and  that  of  the  generous 

Mortimer.     At  this  moment  I  forget  all 

the  paft.     My  foul  expands  with  virtuous 

Vol,  in.  T  emu- 
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emulation,  I  refleft  on  his  worth  ;  I  con- 
fider  him  as  my  friend  j  and  the  name  of 
rival  exifts  no  longer. 

Yet  a  little  while,  and  all  painful  recol- 
lections, all  mortal  diftin&ions,  will  be  at 
&n  end*  Julia  :  a  little  while,  and  we  fhall 
meet  where  love  will  be  no  crime  ;  where 
it  will  make  our  happinefs,  not  our  tor- 
ment. 

My  heart  diflblves  in  tendernefs  ;  tears 
-rufh  to  my  eyes  ; — there  is  yet  one  way  in 
which  Rivers  may  flill  live — and  live  be- 
loved. 

A  foft,  a  delightful  tie,  will  foon  be  ad- 
ded to  thofe  which  already  bind  you  to 
the  foul  of  your  hufband. — Julia !  the  name 
cf  Rivers  may  flill  be  dear,  (till  familiar. 

— The  clock  ftrikeS  one — Far  other 
thoughts  croud  on  my  mind — far  other 

dread* 
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dreadful  fcenes  ! "  I  come,  my  brave 

companions  !  May  Heaven  affift  and  prof* 
per  us  I" 

Farewell  Julia  !  By  time,  abfence,  mif- 
fortune,  every  tender,  mournful  recollec- 
tion, unfpeakably  endeared.  Generous 
Mortimer,  farewel !  Ye  are  worthy  of  each 
other — in  each  other  may  you  be  com** 
pletely  bleft. 

In  continuation* 

Julia !  'tis  done  I  my  heart  prefaged  a- 
right— -the  hand  of  death  is  on  me— and 
Heaven  is  gracious.*— I  know  your  gentle- 
heart  will  deeply  feel ; — but  do  not  grieve 
immoderately*— — mkie  fhail  forrow  no 
more — 

Julia !  firft  loved,  and  lateft  remember- 
ed, accept  from  your  dying  Rivers— a  fo* 
lemn — a  laft  adieu ! 

Ta  Gh! 
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Oh  !  I  have  much  to  fay — but  ftrength 
fails — the  mortal  wound  bleeds  faft. 

Hear  me  Heaven— O  hear  !  andfhower 
thy  choiceft  bleiTings  on  the  head  of  my 
love,  when  mine  is  laid  in  the  dull.  And, 
if  Ihe  fhould  remember  with  pity — per- 
haps with  feelings  flill  more  tender — the 
once  loved — -unfortunate  Rivers,— impute 
it  not  as  guilt ! 

Julia  now !  Oh  now,  for  the  lafl:  time* 
farewell!  My  heart  pants — my  dazzling 
eyes — never  again  (hall  I  trace  that  belo* 
ved  name*  Forever  !  Oh,  treafure  of  my 
foul,  ferewell  forever ! 

Rivers* 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CIX* 

To  Mifs  Herbert  from  Sally  Dormer* 

I  am  afraid,  dear  Madam,  you  wilt 
hardly  be  able  to  make  out  this  letter,  it 
fo  blotted  with  my  tears  :  How  hard  would 
that  heart  be  that  could  with-hold  them! 

I  always  loved  my  dear  matter,  but  now 
I  almoft  adore  him.  He  retired  to  his 
dreffing-room  to  read  the  packet ;  and  I 
being  in  the  next,  fitting  by  my  Lady's 
bed -fide,  heard  him  fobbing  aloud,  as  if 
his  heart  would  burft  aftmder.  When  he 
returned,  and  attempted  fpeaking  to  my 
Lady,  his  tears  quite  fuffocated  him.  I  rofe 
to  retire  ;  for  I  thought  he  would  not  like 
to  betray  his  grief  before  his  fervant.  My 
fweet  Lady  gave  me  a  look  of  approbation; 

T  3  Yet, 
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Yet,  ah  Madam  !  why  fhould  men  be  a« 
ihamed  to  weep  ?  Did  not  the  fame  God 
form  us  both,  with  hearts  to  feel  for  the  af- 
fli&ed  ?  Why  then  fhould  that  be  called 
weaknefs  in  men,  which  is  thought  virtue 
in  women  ?  But  I  forget  to  whom  I  am 
writing.  Pardon  the  boldnefs  which  is  the 
effett  of  your  indulgence. 

I  have  not  leifure  to  tranfcribe  the  Will 
of  Lord  Rivers,  which  is  long  ;  I  fhall 
therefore  endeavour  to  give  you  a  brief 
account  of  the  particulars.  The  titles,  and 
half  of  the  family  eftate,  at  the  death  of 
Lord  Cleveland,  defcend  to  his  coufin  Mr 
Stanley  ;  the  other  half  Lord  Rivers  re- 
quefts  his  father  to  divide  equally  between 
his  filters.  Out  of  his  own  eftate,  by  his 
mother,  he  bequeathes  one  thoufand  a-year, 
after  his  father's  death,  to  the  eld  eft  fon  of 
Sir  Charles  Mortimer,  requefting  that  he 
may  bear  the  name  of  Rivers. 


He 
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He  leaves  a  number  of  fmall  legacies, 
among  which  are  ten  pounds  yearly  to 
his  nurfe,  fifty  to  educate  fix  poor  boys  ; 
and,  would  you  believe  it,  Madam,  fixty 
for  mournings  to  me,  "  becaufe  of  my 
care  and  attention  to  my  Lady  during  her 
ilinefs."  Oh,  Madam  !  was  not  this  kind- 
ly and  condefcendingly  done  in  Lord  Ri- 
vers ?  Sure  I  am,  I  (hall  remember  him 
with  gratitude  the  longeft  hour  I  have  to 
live. 

My  Lady  fent  for  me  this  moment. 
"  Sally/'  faid  flie,  "  order  the  carriage, 
and  go  dire&ly  to  the  Grove.  Tell  Lady 
Sophia  I  am  unable  to  write,  and  Sir 
Charles  will  not  confent  to  my  going  to 
fee  her  juft  now.  Entreat  her  to  come  to 
me,  though  but  for  one  hour  ;  I  fliall  be 
better  able  to  fupport  the  meeting  with  the 
reft  of  the  family,  if  that  with  her  were  o- 


ver." 
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I  am  returned,  dear  Madam,  and  at-thir 
moment  Lady  Sophia  is  above  with  my 
miftrefs.  When  I  reached  the  Grove,  t 
tremblfed  fo,  my  limbs  could  hardly  fup- 
port  me  into  the  houfe.  When  I  fent  up 
my  name,  the  fweet  young  Lady  came 
down,  the  very  image  of  defpair.  The  mo- 
ment (he  faw  me,  fhe  burft  into  a  flood  of 
tears  :  "  Sally/'  faid  (he,  "  you  have  a 
compaffionate  heart.  You  knew  my  bro- 
ther well  ;  he  has  not  been  unmindful  ofi 
yom  ;  furely  you  will  never  forget  him  who > 
was  the  friend  of  every  one  I" 

She  ftepped  into  the  carriage,  and  defi* 
ring  me  to  follow  her,  pulled  up,  all  the 
blinds,  and  gave  a  loofe^  to  her  tears* 
Mine  flowed  inceflantly ;  but  I  did  not^ 
prefume  to  fpeak*  "  O  Sally,"  faid  fhe 
at  one  time,  had  you  ever  a  brother  ?  But 
I  recoiled  you  never  knew  the  happinefs  of 
fuch  a  Welling,  nor  the  mifery  of  lofing: 

him.h 

Sh« 
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She  did  not  utter  another  fyllable  till 
we  reached  Harwood.  Sir  Charles  came 
the  inftant  the  carriage  (lopped,  and  lifted 
her  out.  She  really  feemed  more  dead 
than  alive.  His  eyes  were*  filled  with 
tears  j  neither  of  them  fpoke.  He  fup- 
ported  her  with  his  arm  to  the  door  of  my 
Lady's  apartment,  and  then  left  them,  to 
indulge  without  reftraint  the  firft  violence 
of  their  forrow* 

I  hear  my  mafter  gone  to  join  them* 
Oh,  Madam,  though  only  a  fervant,  I  love 
them  all  fo  tenderly,  I  almoft  think  I  have 
a  right  to  fhare  in  their  forrows ;  fure  I  ao9 
none  more  fincerely  fympathifes  in  thenu 

She  is  gone ;  fweet  gentle  afflicted  Lady 
Sophia.  I  really  fear  my  Lady  will  fufFer 
from  fuch  conflant  agitation.  Sir  Charles 
has  given  orders  that  none  fliall  enter  her 
apartment  till  he  ring,  as  he  is  going  to 
read  aloud  to  her,  to  try,  if  poffible,  and 

make 
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make  her  fleep,  as  fhe  has  hardly  clofed  her 
eyes  for  three  nights. 

This  family  is  to  go  into  mourning  as 
for  a  brother ;  I  muft  haften  and  give  the 
neceflary  orders.  Wherefore,  with  due. 
refpeft,  I  fubfcribe  myfelf, 

Madam, 

Your  obedient  humble  fervanfc, 

Sarah  Dormer* 


LETTER    CX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert* 

Harwood* 

I  know  the  anxiety  of  your  gentle  heart 
Maria,  and  haften  to  relieve  it. — No,  my 
humane  friend,  you  have  nothing  to  fear 
for  me  on  this  oecafion.     There  is  a  ten- 

dernef% 
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dernefs,  an  enthufiam  in  my  prefent  for- 
row,  that  fuftains  and  elevates,  inftead  of 
depreffing  my  mind. 

At  liberty  to  indulge  that  foft  overflow* 
Ing  grief,  occafioned  by  the  death  of  the 
ever  lamented  Rivers,  I  confider  that  ten- 
dernefs  as  a  virtue  which  formerly  appeared 
a  crime. 

One  hour  of  his  fuppcfed  falfehood  coll 
me  more  piercing  anguifh,  than  I  now  en- 
dure from  the  certainty  of  his  death.  That 
forrow  left  my  foul  defolate  and  hopelefs  ; 
this  is  cheared  by  hopes  that  will  never  de* 
ceive.  That  was  fecret  an/d  undivided  j 
this  is  foothed  by  the  participation  of  the 
kindeft  and  mofl  gentle  of  human  hearts. 
That  was  embittered  by  wounded  pride, 
and  redoubled  by  feif-reproach  ;  this 
is  endeared  by  confcious  re&itude,  and 
fan&ified  by  friendship.  That  was  the 
weaknefs  of  nature  \  this  is  the  boaft  of 
humanity  I 

We 
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We  fet  out  yefterday,  with  the  folemnity 
of  a  funeral,  to  vifit  the  unhappy  Lord 
Cleveland,  and  teftify  our  reverence  for 
the  memory  of  his  lamented  fon.  The 
meeting  was  affe&ing  beyond  defcription. 
Though  all  our  hearts  were  engrotfed  with 
the  fame  fubjeft,  no  one  had  courage  to 
pronounce  the  name  of  Rivers. 

To  take  off  fomething  from  our  difmal 
filence,  Lord  Cleveland  propofed  driving 
me  round  the  Park,  while  Sir  Charles  at- 
tended the  young  Ladies  into  the  garden* 
I  readily  embraced  this  offer.  The  inftant 
we  got  out  of  fight,  the  worthy  old  man 
gave  vent  to  his  forrows  and  alternately 
extolled  the  virtues  of  his  fon,  and  ex- 
preflfed  the  grief  and  defpair  in  which  his 
ileath  had  involved  him. 

We  were  fo  much  engaged  with  th;s  in- 
terefting  fubjeft,  that  we  paid  little  regard 
to  the  length  of  the  way  j  but,  ion  the 

horfes 
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horfes  flopping  at  the  entrance  of  a  flirub- 
bery,  we  raifed  our  eyes,  when  the  firfl 
objeft  we  beheld  was  poor  nurfe,  fitting  ia 
the  hermitage,  and  wiping  away  the  tears 
which  fell  faft  from  her  eyes. 

The  good  creature  arofe  the  moment  flie 
perceived  us,  and  attempted  ftealing  away 
unobferved  ;  but  my  Lord,  with  his  ufual 
humanity,  called  her  back;  told  her  he  was 
forry  for  her  affli&ion,  and  making  her  a 
prefent,  defired  her  to  come  every  Sunday, 
and  dine  at  the  Grove ;  and  never  omit 
bringing  her  little  George,  as  he  was  refold 
ved  to  fuperintend  the  child's  education 
himielf. 

We  entered  the  Hermitage*  Ah,  ma* 
tia !  what  were  my  feelings  at  that  mo* 
menti  I  was  leaning  on  his  Lordfhip's 
arm  ;  he  flood  fome  minutes  filent  $  then 
grafping  iiiy  hand  with  a  look  of  unutter- 
able anguifh,  and  an  accent  that  thrilled 
Vol..  Ill,  U  through 
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through  my  very  foul,  he  cried,  "  Oh  Lady 
Mortimer  !  there  was  a  time!"  here  he 
paufed,  and  perceiving  my  tears  flow, 
<e  Forgive,  O  forgive,"  exclaimed  he,"  a 
fond  affli&ed  father,  for  thus  indulging 
himfelf  at  your  expence.  I  know  I  ought 
not  to  reflefl:  on  the  paft  ;  all  that  belongs 
to  creatures  fo  ignorant  and  fhort-fighted 
as  we  are,  is  to  a&  fuitably  to  prefent  cir- 
cumftances  ; — yet,  at  times,  I  am  fo  weak 
as  to  accufe  myfelf  of  having  deftroyed  my 
child,  by  precipitating  his  entrance  into 
the  army." 

I  faid  every  thing  I  could,  to  combat  an 
idea,  fatal  above  all  others  to  the  peace  of  a 
mind  like  his.  I  reminded  him,  that,  tho*  we 
confined  our  narrow  views  to  fecond  cau- 
fes,  and  events  wrhich  we  termed  accidents, 
there  was  in  effeft  no  fuch  thing  as  chance ; 
that  circumftances  feemingly  moll  cafual 
were  all  under  the  dire&ion  of  a  great, 
firft,  invifible  caufe  j  the  wifdom  of  whofe 

govern* 
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government,  though  we  could  not  com* 
prehend,  it  would  be  the  height  of  im- 
piety to  queftion. 

He  liftened  to  me  with  looks  of  benign 
complacency  ;  told  me  that  there  was 
fomethinng  fo  peculiarly  tender  in  his 
feelings  for  me,  and  fo  foothing  in  my 
fympathy  with  him,  that  my  fociety,  and 
that  of  Sir  Charles,  was  the  only  fource 
from  which  he  could  at  prefent  derive  the 
fmalleft  comfort  j  he  therefore  intreated, 
if  not  injurious  to  my  health,  that  we  would 
indulge  him  with  our  company  at  the 
Grove  as  often,  as  poflible* 

He  fhowed  me  a  letter  from  his  fori, 
which  had  likewife  come  in  the  laft  fatal 
packet.  In  it  he  mentions  his  wifh  to 
leave  Lady  Sophia  his  repeating-watch, 
which  had  been  his  mother's  :  But  afraid 
to  fhew  her  a  preference  which  might  pain 
his  other  fitter,  he  fays,  with  a  delicacy 
U  2  peculiarly 
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peculiarly  his  own,  that  it  would  oblige 
him  if  his  father  would  accept  of  it,  and 
bellow  it  on  her  as  his  own  gift. 

What  a  noble,  what  a  delicate  mind  was 
his !  How  fuperior,  even  on  trifiing  occa* 
fions  1 

When  deprived  of  fuch  a  friend  Maria, 
the  heart  taftes  no  confolation  equal  to  that 
of  continually  recalling  his  loved  idea. 
Memory  prefents  his  form  to  our  eyes  in 
fo  lively  a  manner,  that  we  fee,  we  hear, 
we  ftill  feem  to  converfe  with  the  perfon 
once  fo  dear  %  and  this  imaginary  inter- 
courfe  becomes  a  real  enjoyment.  We  re- 
pulfe  thofe  whofe  importunate  concern 
leads  them  to  offer  us  premature  confola- 
tion j  our  grief  becomes  our  only  good  j 
it  holds  the  place  of  our  lamented  friend  ; 
and  our  felf-love  joins  with  our  tendernefs 
to  render  that  grief  unfpeakably  precious. 
We  take  pleafure  in  recalling  an  affe&ion, 

that 


MISS  GREVILLE.        233 

that  at  once  flattered  and  delighted  us  ; 
and  congratulate  ourfelves  on  having  had 
merit  to  deferve  being  the  obje£i  of  fo  ten* 
der  and  lailing  an  attachment. 

Such  are  the  foothing  reSe£tions  that 
mingle  with  the  various  fentiments,  which 
the  death  of  the  much  loved,  and  moft  de- 
ferving  Rivers,  has  awakened  in  my  bo- 
fom.  If  they  do  not  baniih  my  forrow,  they 
feem  at  leafl  to  juftify  its  violence,  and,  in 
time,  cannot  fail  to  alleviate  it. — Why,  my 
friend!  fhould  we  feek  to  do  more  ?  Alas  ! 
too  foon  do  we  forget  even  thofe  we  held 
mod  dear  !  And  time,  which  dries  up  our 
tears,  effaces  alfo  from  our  hearts,  thofe 
pious  affe&ions,  and  virtuous  refolutions^ 
which  accompany  adverfity,  and  are  the 
precious  fruit  of  early  difappointment, 

Farewell !  I  ever  am  your  faithful  and 
affectionate,  though  much  affli&ed  friend, 

Julia  Mortimer 

P  3  LETTER 
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LETTER    CXL 

Mifs  Herbert  to  Lady  Mortimer* 

London. 

With  all  the  painful  folicitude  and  an- 
xiety, which  your  fituation  and  my  friend- 
fhip  juftify,  I  expe&ed  the  arrival  of  your 
laft  ;  and  thank  Heaven,  that  the  fame 
piety  and  peaceful  refignation,  which  have 
attended  you  through  every  ftage  of  your 
difficult  journey,  continue  to  fupport  and 
calm  your  mind ;  the  heavenly  frame  of 
which,  appears  to  me  more  worthy  of  envy 
than  commiferation. 

May  Heaven  pity  the  difconfolate  family 
of  Rivers,  whofe  forrows  are  exquifitely 
embittered,  and  who  needed  not  the  an- 
guifh  of  this  feparation,  to  convince  them 
of  the  value  of  the  treafure  they  have  loft  ! 

Oh, 
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Oh,  my  friend !  though  power  and  riches, 
and  honour  and  ambition,  pafs  away,  nor 
leave  one  trace  behind,  of  all  the  reftlefs 
defires  they  excited,  or  tranfient  pleafures 
they  fupplied,  let  the  remembrance  of 
virtues  and  misfortunes  like  his  be  forever 
cheriihed  in  our  hearts ;  to  chaften  the  ar- 
rogance of  pride,  moderate  our  wiflies  for 
profperity  in  this  ever-changing  world,  and 
teach  adverfity  to  look  beyond  it. 

The  variety  of  diftrefling  circumflances 
in  which  you  have  been  involved  fmce  we 
parted,  have  awakened  the  moft  reftlefs  de- 
fire  in  my  bread,  again  to  behold  the  friend 
I  fondly  love. 

I  had  ventured  to  hint  this  v/ifh  to  mj 
moft  indulgent  parent,  who,  ever  ready  to 
oblige  me,  chearfully  confented  to  my 
making  you  a  vifit  j  but  laft  week,  he  was 
attacked  with  a  flight  fever,  which  renders 
it  impoffible  for  me  to  accomplifh  my  jour- 
ney at  prefentt    I  hope  it  will  not  be  long, 

how» 
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however,  before  I  fhall  in  perfon  affure  my 
friend.,  of  the  lading  affe&ion  of  her 

Maria  Herbert* 

LETTER     CXIL 

Lady  Sophia  Rivers  to  Lady  Mortimer* 

...  Grove* 

It  is  with  fenfible  regret,  my  dear  Ma- 
dam, I  am  forced  to  be  abfent  from  you 
to-day;  in  order  to  receive  thofe  unwelcome 
vifitors,  whom  cuftom  authorifes  to  in- 
trude on  the  affii&ed,  with  empty  forms, 
and  unmeaning  expreffions  of  condo- 
lence ;  and  who,  by  impofmg  reflraint  on 
thofe  violent  emotions^  and  heart-breaking 
forrows,  in  which  they  cannot  poffibly 
fympathife,  Render  the  weight  of  calamity 
infupportable. 

And  do  you  indeed,  my  kind,  my  ge- 
nerous friend  j  invite  me  to  pour  without 
reftraint,  into  your  companionate  bofom, 
the  bitter  forrows  with  which  mine  is  over- 
whelmed ? 
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whelmed  ?  Yes,  I  will  thankfully  accept 
this  beft  privilege  of  friendfhip  ;  a  friend- 
Slip  which  at  prefent  forms  all  my  confo- 
lation.  I  will  look  up  with  wonder  and 
gratitude  to  that  Being  who  has  raifed  up 
for  me  fo  powerful  a  fupport,  in  this  hour 
of  unequalled  affliction. 

Other  friends  fay  they  pity,  but  you 
deeply  feel  for  me  ;  others  advife,  but 
you  fympathife  with  me  ;  others  ftrive — • 
O  vain  attempt !  to  lead  my  thoughts  from 
the  only  obje£t  by  which  they  can  be  in- 
groffed,  but  you  take  a  melancholy  plea- 
fure  in  enumerating  and  dwelling  on  thofe 
tender  circumftances,  which  increafe,  and 
yet  give  an  ineffable  foftnefs  to  my  grief; 
and  in  applauding  thofe  virtues,  which  I 
know  I  ought  more  ftudioufiy  to  imitate, 
than  vainly  deplore. 

From  my  dear  affli&ed  parent  I  ftrive  to 
conceal   that  diftrefs,   which  would  only 

ferve 
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ferve  to  aggravate  his  own.  It  is  my  du- 
ty, my  earned  defire,  to  confole,  not  afflict 
him.  Even  the  prefence  of  my  gentle  lfa- 
bella  gives  me  no  relief.  When  fhe  looks 
at  me,  indeed,  her  mild  eyes  are  fuffufed 
with  tears  ;  fhe  prefles  my  hand  with  affec- 
tionate tendernefs,  and  confeffes  that  my 
forrow,  though  extreme,  is  allowable. 
Her's — forgive  me  !  appears  too  reafon- 
able,  too  angelic,  too  difpaffionate.  She 
utters  none  of  thofe  touching  exclamations, 
which,  in  a  warm  and  artlefs  mind,  are 
the  genuine  language  of  deep  felt  diflrefs* 
You,  you  alone,  my  deareft  Lady  Morti* 
mer,  can  enter  into  every  feeling  of  my 
foul  j  on  your's  alone  are  the  virtues  of 
Rivers  indelibly  impreffed,  and  only  by 
you  will  they  be  everlaftingly  remembered^ 
and  tenderly  and  fincerely  lamented. 

The  heart  labouring  under  forrow  and 
reflraint,  will  at  times  burft  forth  with  un- 
governable violence.     If  my  anguifh  ap- 
pear 
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pear  to  you  exceflive,  my  regrets  immo- 
derate ;  if  they  will  rob  me  of  your  ten- 
dernefs,  or  fink  me  in  your  efteem,  O  tell 
me  fo  with  your  wonted  candour,  and  I 
will  reftrain,  if  I  cannot  conquer  them. 

Aided  by  your  pious  example,  and  en- 
couraged  by  your  approbation,  in  a  more 
refigned,  quiet,  and  fubmiffive  Hate,  I  truft 
you  will  foon  behold  her,  whom  you 
honour  with  your  efteem,  and  whofe 
higheft  ambition  is  to  fecure  the  continu- 
ance of  that  bleffing,  by  a  condud  wor- 
thy of  your  approbation,  and  fuitabte  to 
the  chara&er  of  your  friend, 

Sophia  Rivers, 


LETTER 
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LETTER     CXIIL 


Lady  Mortimer  to  Mijk  Herbert* 

Harwood. 

How  different,,  how  very  different,  Ma- 
ria, are  the  forrows  occafioned  by  the 
death,  from  wounds  infli&ed  by  the  un« 
kindnefs  of  a  friend  ? 

Where  affe&ion  has  been  tender  and 
lively,  grief  mull  be  exquifite  and  lafting  % 
but  exempted  from  the  anguifh  of  wound- 
ed felf-love,  virtuous  forrow  is  peaceful 
and  ferene  ;  and  when  foothed  with  the 
hope  of  immortality,  by  rendering  us  con« 
verfant  with  folemn  and  fublime  objects* 
raifes  us  above  the  little  vexing  inquie- 
tudes of  this  feverifh  life* 

You 
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You  will  eafily  believe  that  my  mind  is 
often  fad,  and  always  ferious.  How  gra- 
cious is  Providence,  in  gradually  unloofing 
thofe  flrong  ties,  by  which  our  affeQions 
are  held  enchained  to  the  world  !  Methinks 
our  departed  friends  form  a  fort  of  inter- 
mediate chain  between  this  life  and  the 
next,  by  means  of  which,  our  thoughts  can 
more  eafily  afcend  to  thofe  great,  awful, 
and  invifible  objects,  which  are  veiled 
from  mortal  fight ;  and  realize  thofe  future 
fcenes  of  ineffable  glory,  where  thofe  pure 
and  exalted  fpirits,  who  formed  our  highefl 
blefs  on  earth,  appear  to  the  triumphant 
eye  of  faith,  awaiting,  with  hope  and  joy, 
the  hour  of  our  releafe  from  mortal  toil, 
and  of  our  entrance  to  immortal  fecurity 
and  happinefs. 

I  forget,  Maria,  that  you  are  ftill  unac- 
quainted with  Sir  Charles,  and  fear  I  fnall 
tire   you   with    conftantly    repeating  his 
praife.     Yet,  oh  how  can  I  forbear  ?  How 
"Vox.  III.  X  can 
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can  I  reprefs  my  admiration  of  his  amiable 
difpofitions,  and  exalted  fentiments,  of 
■which  every  day  affords  new  proofs. 

He  talks  of  our  lamented  Rivers  con- 
tinually, and  with  fuch  tendernefs,  as  not 
only  renders  the  fubjeft  eafy,  but  delight- 
ful. 

Laft  night,  the  weather  being  remark- 
ably mild,  he  afked  me  if  I  would  accom- 
pany him  the  length  of  the  garden.  "  There 
is  one  objedt  there,5*  faid  he,  "  which  my 
Julia  has  too  long  negle&ed  to  vifit." 
Then  paufing  a  few  moments,  and  deeply 
fighing,  "  You  cannot  now,  with  thefe 
dear  hands,  ftrew  the  laurel  he  planted,  on 
the  grave  of  Rivers  ;  but,  may  not  the 
friends  he  fondly  loved,  at  leaft  confecrate 
It  with  tears  to  his  memory  ?"  I  thanked 
him  with  mine  for  this  proof  of  kind  re- 
membrance, and  moft  delicate  friendfhip. 

We 
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We  fet  out  :  The  fun's  lafl  feeble  rays 
gilded  the  wood j  he  departed;  and  the 
pale  ftar  of  evening,  increafing  in  luftre  as 
the  fhades  gradually  clofed  over  our  heads, 
ferved  to  guide  us  to  the  folemn  fcene  of 
mournful  recolle&ion. 

We  walked  fo  Howly,  that,  by  the  time 
we  reached  the  alcove,  where  I  refled  a 
few  minutes,  every  objed  began  to  af- 
fume  that  uncouth  appearance,  which  is 
borrowed  from  the  obfcurity  of  the  me- 
dium through  which  it  is  feen. 

As  we  approached  the  well-known  ipot, 
a  fecret  inexpreffible  horror  feized  mej 
my  limbs  trembled,  my  heart  palpitated, 
and  I  flood  fome  moments  irrefolute  whe- 
ther to  proceed.  Sir  Charles  perceived 
my  emotion,  and,  reproaching  himfelf  for 
expofmg  me  to  it,  by  his  rafh  request,  in* 
treated  me  to  retire  :  But  my  curiofity  was 
excited,  by  perceiving  fomething  white  be* 

X  2  tween 
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twe-en.  me  and   the  laurel.     I  alked   Sir 
Charles  if  he  knew  what  it  was  ? 

<c  If  we  cannot  fulfil  the  requeft  of  our 
departed  friend,  my  Julia/5  faid  he,  with 
an  affe&ing  folemnlty,  "  let  us  at  leaft  pre- 
fume  to  interpret  his  wifnes.  If  the  thin 
veil  which  feparates  the  vifible  from  the 
invifible  world,  permit  departed  fpirits  at 
times  to  behold  thofe  left  behind,  the  fa- 
crifice  of  a  grateful  and  unfeigned  friend- 
fhip,  mud  fupply  them  with  pleafure,  fuited 
to  the  dignity  even  of  their,  new  exift* 
ence." 

By  this  time  we  reached  the  laurel,  clofe 
by  the  fide  of  which  was  raifed  a  beautiful 
piece  of  architecture  in  the  form  of  an  al- 
tar. It  was  adorned  with  military  enfigns ;. 
on  the  top  of  it  was  placed  an  urn  of  white 
marble,  round  which  reclined,  in. different 
attitudes  of  forrow,  four  figures  reprefent* 
ing  the  Virtues.  On  a  fmall  tablet^  the  fol* 

lowing 
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lowing  lines  were  infcribed,  in  black  let- 
ters, of  which  Sir  Charles  gave  me  a  copy 3, 
at  my  requeft,  this  morning  j  for  fuch  is 
the  Angular  delicacy  of  his  mind,  that  I 
know  he  would  have  felt  aukward  and  un« 
eafy  in  repeating  them  even  to  me,  and  it 
was  then  too  dark  to  read  them. 


Sacred  to  friendihip,  conftancy,  and  truth, 
To  all  the  charms  of  uncorrupted  youth, 
This  monumental  marble  bears  a  name  I 
Forever  hallowed  in  the  rolls  of  fame  5 
Their  trueft  friend,  their  glory,  and  their  prid^ 
The  weeping  Virtues  loft  when  Rivers  died  ! 

Alas  !  an  empty  name  remains  alone 
Of  worth  too  early  loft,  too  fhortly  known* 
Yet,  fince  denied  to  rear  with  pious  hands 
Thy  facred  tomb,  in  diftant  hoftile  lands, 
Accept,  bleft  fhade !  the  rites  we  here  beftowy 
To  guard  thy  mem'ry,  and  to  foothe  our  woe. 
Affection's  fond  regret,  and  frequent  tear, 
Truth's  ardent  praife,  and  friendship's  vow  fincers* 

The 

x3 
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The  wifh,  which  Piety  herfelf  might  crown, 
The  wifh  to  make  thy  goodnefs  all  our  own, 
To  worth  like  thine  a  lafting  being  give, 
And  in  our  lives  make  each  perfection  live. 

Your  heart,  my  beloved  friend,  will 
fupply,  at  this  moment,  the  trueft  pidlure 
of  my  feelings,  during  that  "  tender 
walk."  Ah,  Maria !  how  many  are  the 
fources  of  elegant  pleafure  which  fenfibi- 
lity  awakens  in  the  human  bread  S  Nor  is 
it  only  the  fource  of  our  pureft  pleafures, 
it  is  often  that  alfo  of  our  moft  exalted  vir- 
tues, by  that  quick  perception  of  what  is 
right  and  proper,  and  that  difgufl  at  what 
is  mean  and  bafe,  which  it  creates. 

"  How  much,"  fays  my  friend,  "  may 
you  benefit  yourfelf  and  others,  by  fpend- 
ing  fo  many  hours  in  retirement  ?" 

Taking  that  for  granted,  which  I  think 
is  very  doubtful,  whether  I  am  capable  at 

any 
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any  time  of  doing  fo  ;  yet  you  are  not  to 
learn,  that  affliction,  by  quenching  the  fire 
of  imagination,  depreffing  the  fpirits,  and 
clogging  the  reafoning  faculty,  unfits  the 
mind,  either  for  the  fallies  of  fancy,  or  the 
inveftigation  of  truth*  By  a  flight  exer- 
tion, we  may  conquer  indolence,  or  excite 
induftry  ;  but  what  exertion  will  ferve  to 
fhake  oft  that  torpid  languor,  which  often 
invades  our  intelle&ual  faculties,  even  in 
thofe  fituations  that  are  thought  mod  fa- 
vourable  for  their  exercife  and  improve- 
ment ? 

How  humbling  this  to  the  boaflful  pride 
of  man ! 

In  every  flate  of  mind,  and  in  all  fitua- 
tions, my  friend  may  rely  on  the  inva- 
riable efteem  and  tender  attachment  of 
her 

Julia  Mortimer. 
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LETTER     CXIV. 


Lady  Sophia  Rivers  to  Lady  Mortimer. 

Grove* 

Nothing  furprifes  me  more,  my  dear 
Madam,  than  to  hear  continually  of  the 
deceitfulnefs  and  ingratitude  of  mankind. 
Happy  am  I  in  having  never  experienced 
either.  It  is  furely  our  interefl  to  believe 
the  bed  we  can  of  our  fpecies  ;  to  think  of 
living  among  wretches  and  villains,  is  e- 
nough  to  render  exiftence  a  burden.  How 
much  am  I  indebted  to  your  tender  fym- 
pathy — -how  much  more  to  your  generous 
candour  ?  Many  there  are  who  will  pity, 
fome  who  will  praife,but  few,  very  few, who 
can  remonftrate  with  delicacy,  and  blame 
with  gentlenefs  :  Yet,  fuch  is  the  friend  I 
have  found  in  you  !    A  friend,  who  feeks 

no 
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no  other  reward  for  the  mod  difmterefted 
concern  for  my  welfare,  than  that  I  flifruld 
join  with  her  in  doing  every  thing  to  pro* 
mote  it* 

Methinks  I  cannot  better  repay  your  fo 
licitude  for  the  recovery  of  my  peace  and 
happinefi,  than  by  alluring  you  that  I  am 
doing  every  thing  to  regain  them.  The  for- 
mer is  the  objeft  of  my  wifhes  j  to  it  all 
my  hopes  are  dire&ed.  The  vifits  of  the 
latter  are  fo  rare  and  tranfient  ta  u&  mor- 
tals, that  I  defpair  of  renewing  my  ac- 
quaintance with  her,  till  I  fhall  meet  her 
with  my  departed  brother,  in  thofe  un- 
clouded regions,  where,  fhc  fhall  be  fecure- 
ly-— eternally  my  own. 

I  have  enjoyed,  for  fome  days  pafl,  m 
fort  of  liftlefs  tranquility  of  fpirit,  which  is 
not  unpleafmg.  In  fuch  a  ftate,  we  are 
prone  to  flatter  ourfolves,  that  we  have  o- 
¥ercorae  the  world,  becaufe  we  feel  a  per- 

£eft 
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fed  indifference  to  all  its  pleafures  and 
purfuits.  But  I  know  too  much  of  my 
own  heart  to  think  thus*  I  know  that, 
though  grief  may  exhaufl  the  powers  of 
the  foul,  and  lull  the  fenfes  afleep,  yet, 
when  time  hath  moderated  our  affli&ion, 
they  will  again  be  roufed  by  their  proper 
objects ;  we  will  again  feel  that  we  have  a 
violent  ftruggle  to  maintain,,  and  turbulent 
paffions  to  conquer. 

Since  the  hour  that  I  loft  the  kindefl:  of 
brothers,  his  image  has  never  been  a  mo- 
ment abfent  from  my  thoughts. 

I  know  not  to  what  caufe  it  is  owing, 
that  I  flill  enter  every  place  where  we  ufed 
to  be  together,  with  a  kind  of  vague  ex- 
pectation of  beholding  him  ;  my  wifhes 
feem  inferably  to  convert  themfelves  into 
fo  many  realities  j  I  often  think  I  hear  his 
foot  on  the  ftairs,  I  liften.  for  his  voice,  I 
even  fly  to  meet  him.    Ah,  Madam  !  what 

is 
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is  my  anguifh,  my  defpair,  when  I  recoi- 
led that  thefe  eyes  lhall  never  more  behold 
him  ! 

I  drive  to  foothe  my  melancholy,  at 
times,  with  the  hope  that  Rivers  is  ftill  fen- 
fible  to  the  tendernefs  of  my  regrets,  that 
he  ftill  pities  thofe  forrows,  which  none 
was  fo  ready  to  fhare  or  alleviate.  An  in- 
voluntary movement  of  my  foul  leads  me 
to  pour  them  forth,  as  if  he  were  ftill  pre- 
fent ;  and,  even  in  this  ideal  intercourfe, 
my  opprefled  heart  finds  relief,  if  not  con- 
folation.  Tell  me,  my  wife  inftru&refs,  my 
dear  Lady  Mortimer,  tell  me,  whether  you 
think  there  is  any  foundation  for  thefe  kn^ 
timents  ?  whether  you  believe  that  our  de- 
parted friends  ftill  take  a  concern  in  thofe 
once  fo  dear  ?  Sure  I  am,  none  h  more 
tenderly  interefted  in  this  queftion  than 
you  j  for  none  ever  felt  more  exquifitely 
than  you  all  the  delightful  fympathies  of 

love 
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love   and    friendfhip  ;    none   ever    more 
deeply  mourned  the  deprivation  of  them. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Madam  ;  by  favouring 
me  with  your  thoughts  on  this  fubjeft,  you 
will  add  to  the  many  obligations  conferred 
©n  your  grateful  friend, 

Sophia  Rivers* 


LETTER      CXV. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Lady  Sbphia  Rivers. 

HarwoocL 

The  tafk  you  have  afllgned  me,  my  dear 
but  partial  young  friend,  is  one  to  which 
my  powers  are  by  no  means  equal  ;  rfor 
am  I  at  prefent  able  to  purfue  fo  difficult  a 
fubjeft.  When  we  meet,  I  will  commu- 
nicate my  thoughts  at  large  :    Mean  time, 

I 


MISS   GREVILLE.        253 

I  will  confefs  to  you,  that  though  the  idea 
of  our  departed  friends  continuing  to  be  the 
invifible  fpe&ators  of  our  condud,  is  ex- 
tremely  foothing,  efpecially  in  the  firft 
hours  of  defpondent  forrow,  it  appears  ra- 
ther to  be  the  wifh  of  nature,  than  the 
fuggeftion  of  reafon.  As  it  correfponds, 
however,  with  the  moil  tender  feelings  of 
our  hearts,  and  contradifts  not  the  tenor 
of  Scripture,  I  can  fee  no  harm  in  indul- 
ging it. 

But,  my  dear  Lady  Sophia,  there  is  a 
truth  of  a  fimilar  kind,  which  is  highly  in- 
terefting  to  our  feelings,  accords  both 
with  the  light  of  reafon  and  revelation,  and 
which  is  of  far  more  importance  for  us  to 
afcertain,  than  to  fpeculate  about  an  opi* 
nion,  with  refpecl  to  which  the  mind  mud 
ever  remain  in  a  wavering  and  undetermi- 
ned ftate  ;  I  mean  our  mutual  knowledge 
hereafter. 

Vol.  III.  Y  This 
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This  convi&ion  has  not  been  the  refult 
of  reafoning  alone,  nor  confined  folely  to 
the  learned  and  civilized  part  of  mankind. 
The  wilds  of  America  furnifh  proofs  of 
that  "  pleafing  hope,  that  fond  defire,"  of 
knowing  and  rejoining  our  dear  departed 
friends,  which,  to  our  limited  conceptions, 
feems  almoit  eiTential  to  the  happinefs  of 
heaven.  The  poor  untutored  Indian,  who 
dreams  not  of  any  higher  power,  than  that 
fun  by  whofe  beams  he  is  warmed  and  nou- 
rifiied,  cheriihes  as  his  laft  and  fondeft  hope, 
that  of  being  admitted  beyond  the  mountains 
to.  the  abodes  of  his  fathers  ;  and  of  recog- 
nizing there  the  beloved  wife,  or  warlike 
fon,  whofe  lofs  has  wrung  his  firm  heart 
with  anguifh,  though  it  has  neither  extort- 
ed one  tear  from  his  eye,  nor  figh  from 
his  bofom. 

When  next  we  meet,  this  favourite  fub- 
ject  will  be  matter  of  pleafing  difcuffion  : 
We  will  then,  have  the  aid  of  an  abler 

cafuift 
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cafuifl  than  either  of  us  can  poflibly  be  ; 
Meanwhile  give  free  fcope  to  your  natu- 
ral and  innocent  grief.  Our  emotions  ne- 
ceffarily  exhauft  themfelves  by  their  own 
violence;  and,  when  the  firlt  tumult  of 
forrow  fubfides,  refignation  will  foothe 
your  woes,  and  all  will  again  become  fe- 
rene  and  tranquil,  in  that  virtuous  bo- 
fom. 

We  cannot,  my  dear  friend,  in  this  in- 
clement region,  expeft  to  enjoy  perpetual 
funfliine  ;  but,  by  habituating  our  minds 
to  look  beyond  it,  though  the  clouds  of 
adverfity  may  darken  our  profpeds,  they 
will  never  overwhelm  our  fouls.  By  uni- 
ting the  important  concerns  of  a  future 
(late  with  the  virtuous  enjoyments  of  a 
prefent,  we  tafte  the  mod  exalted  pleafures 
of  which  we  are  capable.  We  give  {labi- 
lity to  thofe  which  are  naturally  evanefcent  j 
and,  by  extending  our  views  to  an  eternal 

Y  2  ex ul- 
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exiftence,  elude  the  bitter  re-fle£tion,  that 
a  few  fleeting  years  muft  put  a  period  to 
the  fondeft  love,  and  mod  faithful  friend- 
ship. 

Whatever  interruptions  our  happinels 
may  receive  from  neceffary  trials,  and  un- 
avoidable evils,  may  no  perverfe  difpofi- 
tion,  no  guilty  action  of  our  own,  ever 
deftroy  our  tranquility  !  May  the  enjoy- 
ments  of  life  be  received  with  thankful- 
nefs,  its  trials  with  fubmiffion,  and  the 
moderation  of  our  defires  and  expecta- 
tions, prove  our  fecurity  againft  its  pain- 
ful difappointments.  Believe  me,  dear 
Lady  Sophia,  that  I  am  your  truly  afFec* 
donate  friend, 

Julia  Mortimer, 


LETTER 
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LETTER      CXVI. 

Lord  Cleveland  to  Captain  Stanley. 

Grove. 
Dear  Harrv, 

My  long  and  intimate  acquaintance  with 
your  char-after,  leaves  me  no  room  to 
queftion  either  the  fincerity  of  your  re- 
grets for  the  untimely  death  of  your  loved 
friend  and  my  lamented  fon,  or  your  fym-_ 
pathy  with  my  fevere  affliftion.-  I  accept 
of  both,  as  well  as  your  kind  offer  of 
fpending  a  few  days  here,  as  pleafmg 
proofs  of  your  attachment  to  me,  as  well 
as  refpeQ:  to  the  memory  of  him,  who  lives 
no  more,  but  in  the  hearts  of  fuch  friends. 

As  I  have  heard  it  alledged,  that  want; 
of  fortune  was  the  only  bar  to  your  union 

Y  3.  with- 
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with  a  mod  deferving  woman,  allow  me 
to  put  you  in  immediate  poffeffion  of  part 
of  that  eft  ate,  which,  by  the  courfe  of  hu- 
man affairs,  will  one  day  devolve  to  you. 

In  the  happinefs  of  others,  my  dear 
Harry,  I  muft  now  feek  for  my  own.  A* 
las  !  Happinefs  and  I  will  be  forever  flran* 
gers,  till  I  fhall  be  permitted  to  rejoin  my 
dear  departed  fon,  in  thofe  manfions  where 
alone  we  can  hope  to  tafte  it  pure,  and  to 
enjoy  it  without  interruption.  I  am,  with 
efteem, 

Your  friend,, 

And  affefHonate  kinfmanv 

Cleveland*. 


LETTER 
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LETTER      XVIL 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoocL 

In  what  terms  fhall  I  thank  my  gene- 
rous friend,  for  the  lively  intereft  fhe  takes 
in  my  happinefs!  Every  one  is  ready  to 
commiferate  the  unfortunate  ;  but  to  fhare 
cordially  in  the  profperity  of  our  friend^ 
requires  a  much  greater  effort  of  g<enero« 
fity. 

My  loved  Maria  is  not  to  learn,  that 
Heaven,  for  the  wifeft  ends,  has  difpofed 
the  human  mind  to  fympathife  much  more 
keenly  in  the  forrows  than  the  joys  of  o- 
thers.  The  happy  and  profperous  are  in 
a  great  meafure  independent  of  our  good 
offices  j   but  all  the  influence  of  tender 

com* 
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compaffion  is  requisite  to  conquer  our  love 
of  eafe,  and  prompt  us  to  afford  the  re- 
ferable that  inftant  relief,  of  which  they 
often  ftarid  in  need. 

Blefl  as  I  am  at  prefent,  Maria,  is  it  not 
criminal,  is  it  not  ungrateful,  to  allaw  any 
thing  like  apprehenfion  to  ileal  into  my 
bofom  ?  Yet,  there  are  hours,  when  a  dark 
cloud  Teems  to  envelop  every  profpeft,  and 
neither  reafon  nor  religion  can  combat  the 
gloomy  fears  which  affail  me.  Think  not, 
however,  thefe  fears  are  on  my  own  account: 
No,  my  friend,  tho*  I  have  now  the  immedi- 
ate profpeft  of  one  of  the  fevered  fhocks 
to  which  the  human  conflitution  is  fub- 
je£t,  I  blefs  God  my  mind  is  ferene,  and  I 
am  entirely  free  from  thofe  terrors  to 
which  our  fex  are  liable  in  fuch  circum- 
ftances.  Believe  me,  when  I  confider  the 
very  limited  period  of  our  exiftence  here,, 
it  appears  of  fmall  importance,  whether  we 
are  called  off  the  ftage  in  the  beginning,  the 

middle, 
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middle,  or  the  end  of  the  day,  provided  we 
have  aright  difcharged  the  part  affigned  us. 
But,  though  I  fear  not  death,  Maria,  I  fear, 
oh  I  greatly  fear,  the  forrow  that  would 
pierce  the  gentleft,  kindeft  heart  that  e- 
ver  glowed,  fhould  my  approaching  hour 
of  danger  prove  that  of  our  mortal  fepara- 
tion. 

Can  I  look  around,  and  mark  the  courfe 
of  human  affairs,  can  I  reflect  on  the  mix- 
ed nature  of  all  earthly  enjoyment,  the 
tranfient  duration  of  all  worldly  profperi- 
ty  ?  can  I  poffefs  fuch  Angular  felicity,  and 
not  rejoice  with  trembling  ? — Ah,  Maria* 
you  know  not  what  it  is  to  make  the  whole 
happinefs  of  the  perfon  on  earth  molt  dear 
to  you  :  It  forms  a  ftrong,  a  generous  tie9 
To  difTohre  it  feems  little  lefs  than  to  anni- 
hilate the  very  foul.  But  I  forget  myfelf. 
Pardon  me  for  intruding  on  you  with  this 
melancholy  fubject,  and  hide,  from  an  un- 
feeling world,  fentiments  of  which  it  can 

form 
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form  no  idea,  weaknefs  for  which  it  can 
find  no  excufe. 

Juft  as  I  had  finifhed  the  laft  fentence, 
which  was  wet  with  my  tears,  Sir  Charles 
entered.  A  confcious  blufh,  an  involun- 
tary movement  to  conceal  what  I  had  writ- 
ten, excited  his  curiofity  ;  my  tears  inerea- 
fed  it.  I  did  not  oppofe  his  reading  it  j  I 
thought  it  not  amifs  to  fuggeft  this  fubje£t 
to  his  thoughts,  which  I  felt  was  too  ten- 
der for  converfation.  I  had  twice  endea- 
voured to  introduce  it  ;  but,  the  moment 
I  did  fo,  my  whole  refolution  failed,  at  the 
thought  of  giving  him  pain* 

He  looked  at  me  fome  moments  with 
unutterable  tendernefs  :  "  Let  us  not  fear, 
my  loved,  my  admirable  Julia,"  faid  he, 
"  let  us  confidently  truft.  That  Being  who 
hath  conducted  us  to  each  other,  and 
bound  our  hearts  together  in  the  moft  ten- 
der union,  will  affuredly  fpare  us  to  fup- 

port 


MISS   GREVILLE.         263 

port  each  other  through  the  labyrinths  of 
life  ;  to  enjoy  with  thankfulnefs  that  An- 
gular felicity  he  hath  beftowed,  and  to  ful- 
fil the  gracious  defigns  of  his  Providence, 
in  difpenfmg  to  others  a  fliare  of  our  own 
unequalled  happinefs." 

In  this  manner  does  the  beft  of  men  be- 
guile me  of  my  apprehenfions  ;  and,  in- 
ftead  of  reafoning  with  a  mind,  at  prefent 
too  weak  to  oppofe  arguments  with  any 
thing  but  fears,  he  foothes  my  inquietudes, 
and  diverts  my  thoughts  to  future  chearful 
profpe&s ;  and,  before  tmr  converfations 
end,  I  have  often  almoft  forgotten  the 
painful  fubjects  by  which  they  were  intro- 
duced, 

I  mull  not,  however,  lofe  fight  of  that 
which  engaged  me  to  addreis  you  this 
morning.  At  this  eventful  period,  I  ex- 
perience one  of  the  defires  moft  deeply 
implanted  in  the  human  breaft,   that   of 

living 
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living  in  the  remembrance  of  thofe  we 
have  loved,  "  when  the  place  that  once 
knew  us  (hall  know  us  no  more." 

Accordingly,  I  have  drawn  up  a  paper, 
afligning  to  each  of  my  friends  fome  tri- 
fling memorial  of  me;  and,  what  is  of 
much  more  importance,  have  fketched  out 
a  plan,  which  I  humbly  think  would  prove 
moft  fuitable  to  the  fituation  of  my  infant, 
fliould  it  live  to  fee  the  light.  I  have  alfo 
written  to  my  beloved  hufband,  and  faid 
all  which  the  moft  tender  affe&ion  can 
fuggeft,  to  fupport  and  reconcile  his  mind 
to  an  event,  which  may  be  near,  but 
which,  I  fondly  hope,  will  ft  ill  be  long 
protra&ed. 

The  key  of  a  fmall  calket  which  con- 
tains thefe  papers  I  here  inclofe,  intreat- 
ing  my  deareft  friend  to  keep  it  till  it  fliall 
be  demanded  from  her.  And  now,  thefe 
feveral  talks  fulfilled,  with  a  mind  compo- 

fed 
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fed  and  eafy,  I  await  my  approaching  hour 
of  trial,  refigned,  I  humbljf  truft,  to  the 
will  of  my  Maken  Since  you  cannot  en- 
courage me  by  your  prefence,  aid  me  by 
your  prayers*  Maria !  need  1  fay,  be  a 
mother  to  my  child,  if  its  own  furvive  not. 
But  I  mufl:  quit  this  fubje£h  May  Heaven, 
forever  blefs  my  friend !  and  may  (he  never 
be  without  the  fame  fweet  confolation,  in 
all  the  various  fituatio.ns  of  life,  which  her 
frieadfhip  ever  poured  into  the  bofom  of 
her  faithful,  affedionate,  and  truly  grateful 

Julia  Mortimer. 
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To  Mifs  Herbert  from  Sally  Dormer* 

Harwood. 
Rejoice  and  thank  Heaven  with  me,  my 
dear  Mifs  Herbert;   your  beloved  Lady 
Vol.  IIL  Z  Morti- 
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Mortimer*  and  my  deareft  miftrefs,  is  this 
bleffed  morning  the  happy  mother  of  a 
lovely  boy.  He  is  not  quite  fo  ftout  as 
could  have  been  wiftied,  but  feems  in  per- 
fect health,  and,  pleafe  Heaven,  fhall  have 
the  beft  of  nurfing. 

Unlefs  I  could  paint  Sir  Charles's  looks, 
I  need  not  attempt  defcribing  his  happi- 
nefs  ;  my  Lady  will  foon,  I  hope,  be  able 
to  tell  you  all  about  it  herfelf.  At  prefent 
I  cannot  be  wanted,  and  grudge  every 
moment  that  I  am  forced  to  be  abfent  from 
my  fweet  precious  charge.  O !  Mifs  Her- 
bert,  did  you  but  fee  the  dear  little  angel ; 
his  mild  eyes  fo  like  his  father's  ;  but  I 
hear  him  cry.  Farewell,  dear  Madam,  in 
great  hade, 

Your  very  happy 

Humble  fervant, 

Sarah  Dormer. 
LETTER 
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LETTER     CXIX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Harwood. 

Once  more  reftored  to  health  and  hap- 
pinefs,  once  more  I  addrefs  my  beloved 
friend,  and  call  on  her  to  join  with  me  in 
thankfgiving  to  that  God,  who  hath  deli- 
vered me  from  danger,  and  made  me  the 
happy  mother  of  a  living  child. 

O  Maria !  you  muft  be  a  wife  and  a  mo- 
ther, the  wife  of  Sir  Charles  Mortimer, 
and  the  mother  of  my  boy,  before  you 
can  form  an  idea  of  the  new,  the  delightful 
fenfations  which  expand  my  grateful  bo- 
fom  ! 

Z  %  Never 
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Never  {hall  I  forget  the  fir  ft  found  of  his 
feeble  voice  j  never,  never,  the  look  of  un- 
utterable tranfport  with  which  his  father 
gazed  on  his  innocent  countenance,  placed 
him  in  my  arms,  thanked  God  for  my 
fafety,  and  blefied,  fondly,  repeatedly  bleff- 
ed  me  for  this  firfl  pledge  of  conjugal  feli- 
city. Scarce  would  he  allow  me  time  to 
refleft  on  the  enchanting  novelty  of  my  fi- 
tuation,  or  gratify  the  eager  curiofity  I  felt 
to  examine  every  feature  of  the  little  (Gran- 
ger. Again  he  took  him  in  his  arms  ;  a« 
gain  and  again  careffed  the  lovely  uncon- 
fcious  innocent ;  then  reftoring  him  to  his 
fond  mother,  "  My  life !  my  Julia  !"  faid 
he,  with  the  mofl  endearing  tendernefs* 
"  the  names  of  Rivers  and  Mortimer  will 
now  be  infeparably  united/* 

"  Oh,  may  Heaven  grant,"  rejoined  I, 
<5  that  the  exalted  virtues  of  each  may  be 
difplayed  in  his  advancing  years  I" 
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I  am  called  away,  Maria !  a  foft,  an  ir- 
refiftible  voice, — a  language  that  pleads  to 
the  heart — pleads  eloquently,  allures  me* 
—Can  you  interpret  its  meaning  ? 

Sir  Charles  himfelf  brings  the  impa- 
tient, importunate  mendicant.  Ah,  Ma- 
ria !  would  you  were  a  witnefs  of  this^  in- 
chanting  fcene  !  To  wifh  you  fupreme  fe- 
licity, is  to  wifh  you  the  principal  aflor  in 
fuch  another. 

Again  that  feeble  voice  !  €C  Cruel,  unpi- 

tying,  unrelenting" Heavens  !  Maria, 

would  you  believe  it,  this  is  the  language 
of  my  hufband  !  I  muft  no  more;-  Adieu, 
adieu. 

Julia  Mortimer, 


2  3  .LETTER 
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LETTER     CXX. 

Lady  Mortimer  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

HarwoocL 

Your  delightful  letter  has  reached  me, 
and  convinced  me,  of  what  I  could*  not  o- 
therwife  have  believed,  that  it  was  poffible 
for  my  happinefs  to  admit  of  an  addition. 

In  the  very  zenith  of  gaiety,  when  the 
voice  of  a  Tenduci,  the  violin  of  a  Salo- 
mon, and  the  whole  inchanting  graces  of 
a  Siddons,  combine  to  rivet  you  to  Lon- 
don, can  you,  Maria  I  can  you  indeed  be 
fo  generous,  as  to  abandon  that  region  of 
ever-new  delight ;  to  come  down,  in  midft 
of  December's  cold,  to  bleak  hills,  naked 
frees,  frozen  rivers,  and,  defying  both  the 
allurements  of  pleafure,  and  the  fhafts  of 

ridi- 
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ridicule,  exchange  the  drawing-room  for 
the  nurfery,  and  the  adulation  of  admirers 
for  the  cordial  welcome  of  friends  ?  Well, 
Damon  and  Pythias  will  no  longer  ftand 
unrivalled  in  the  records  of  fame.  Bri- 
tain, in  our  day,  fupplies  a  more  exalted, 
more  heroic  proof  of  friendfhip  ! 

To  be  ferious,  my  beloved  Maria,  I  am 
flattered  beyond  expreffion,  by  this  new 
inftance  of  your  kind  attachment;  and 
feel  more  gratitude  than  I  can  poffibly  ex- 
prefs,  to  Sir  William,  for  confenting  to 
part  with  you,  even  for  the  fhort  period  of 
a  month* 

Sir  Charles  is  delighted  with  the  near 
profpeft  of  embracing  the  chofen  friend 
of  his  Julia.  He  bids  me  tell  you,  that, 
if  there  is  any  vanity  in  your  compofi- 
tion,  the  accomplishments  of  your  new  re- 
lation cannot  fail  to  gratify  it.  For,  tho* 
he  has  been  but  five  weeks  in  the  world, 

he 
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he  has  made  no  fmall  noife  there  ;  and  by 
this,  as  well  as  by  other  atchievements,  has 
demonftrated,  that  his  talents  are  inferior 
to  none  of  his  age  ;  and  feem  well  calcu- 
lated for  being  diftinguifhed,  either  at  the 
bar  or  the  fenate,  where  found  feems  to  be 
the  fterling  commodity. 

Come  then,  my  bed  loved  friend,  and 
enhance  the  felicity  of  your  Julia,  by  be- 
holding and  fharing  in  it.  Come,  and  enli- 
ven her  peaceful  hours  ;  come,  and  con- 
vince her,  that  love,  without  friendfhip,  is 
but  half  enjoyment.  O  come !  and  join 
with  her  in  adoring  that  Being  who  hath 
formed  her  heart  capable  of  tafting  the 
moft  pure  and  exquifite  happinefs,  and 
bleffed  her  with  all  thofe  objects  from 
whom  it  is  to  be  derived. 

Farewell,  then,  till  we  meet,  my  deareft, 
kindeff  friend.     Farewell, 

Julia  Mortimer* 

LETTER 
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LETTER    CXXI. 

Mifs  Lucy  Herbert  to  Lady  Mortimer. 

London. 

In  truth,  my  dear  Lady  Mortimer,  I 
know  not  whether  I  ought  to  confider  as 
an  honour,  or  an  infult,  the  offer  you  have 
made  me  of  your  correfpondence  ;  I  fear 
it  is  only  for  want  of  Maria's  that  you 
content  yourfelf  with  Lucy's  epiftles. 

It  is  really  unreasonable  in  your  Lady- 
fhip  to  demand  amufement  from  me,  who 
have  hardly  as  much  left  as  to  keep  me 
from  a  lethargy,  whilft  you  are  banquet- 
ing on  the  luxuries  of  focial  joys.  Could 
I  play  the  hypocrite,  I  would  tell  you,  that 
it  is  impoffible  for  me  to  tafte  of  any,  in  the 
profpeft  of  a  feparation  from  my  filler,  at 
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a  time  too  when  her  prefence  is  eflentially 
neceffary  to  my  happinefs ;  but  this  would 
be  mere  cant.  You  are  heartily  welcome 
to  her,  and  the  longer  you  keep  her  the 
better.  She  has  piqued  my  pride,  by  tef- 
ifying  fuch  joy  on  the  profpect  of  leaving 

All  the  return  I  afk  for  this  difmterefted 
conduct  is,  that  you  will  tranfmit  to  me, 
by  the  earlieft  opportunity,  an  exatl  jour- 
nal of  the  rifes  and  falls  in  the  thermome- 
ter of  raptures*  I  fuppofe  on  Friday  even- 
ing the  mercury  will  mount  as  if  heated 
by  the  fcorching  blafts  of  a  fouth-weft 
wind.  But,  oh  the  fmkings  !  when  the 
funfhine  of  novelty  ceafes  to  warm  the  re- 
gion of  your  brains,  and  cuftom  adds  chil- 
nefs  to  the  cold  blafts  of  indifference  !  I  be- 
feech  you  enjoy  the  equinoxial  point  of 
calm  contentment.  During  the  meridian 
of  your  tranfports,  you  will  find  "  'lis 
blifs  but  to  a  ceitain  bound,"  and  after- 

wards* 
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wards — But  I  may  fpare  myfelf  the  trouble 
of  profecuting  the  fubjeft  ;  experience  a- 
lone  will  convince  us  of  certain  difagree- 
able  truths* 


Maria  only  waits  till  fhe  fee  me  fairly 
noofed  :  She  would  have  written  herfelf  by 
this  pod  ;  but  preparations  for  a  journey 
and  a  marriage  furnifh  ample  employment 
for  all  her  faculties.  I  have  had  many 
letters  from  Harry,  concerning  the  time 
when,  and  manner  how,  this  weighty  bufi. 
nefs  is  to  be  finifhed.  For  my  part,  while 
prudence  and  intereft,  and  fuch  pretending 
friends,  were  in  arms  againfi  us,  I  could 
have  fet  out- in  the  waggon  to  meet  and 
marry  him  :  But,  now  that  every  obftacle 
is  removed,  I  proteft  my  refolution  begins 
to  ftagger. 


He 
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He  is  come,  my  dear  Lady  Mortimer  ! 
he  is  come  !  "  Who  pray  ?"  Why  Harry 
Stanley,  my  Lover  that  now  is,  and  Lord 
that  will  be  to-morrow  morning*  "  You 
wifh  to  hear  how  I  behaved  at  our  firfl: 
meeting  i"  Juft  as  might  be  expe&ed.  I 
had  colleGed  together  all  the  receipts  for 
referve  and  decorum,  all  the  maxims  of 
matrimonial  fyftem-builders,  (who  terrify 
us  with  the  danger  of  fhewing  a  man  that 
we  love  him,  after  we  have  vowed  at  the 
altar  to  love  him  only,  and  love  him  till 
death).  But,  whether  from  want  of  ca- 
pacity, clearly  to  comprehend  thefe  refine- 
ments, or  from  a  pure  principle  of  con* 
tradidtion  in  my  nature,  or  from  that  na- 
ture itfelf  fteppingin  before  philofophy,  and 
overturning  all  its  maxims  in  a  moment, 
I  know  not ;  but  certain  it  is,  the  inftant, 
the  carriage  ftopt,  my  heart  danced  in  a 

cotillion 
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cotillion  meafure  ;  I  flew  down  flairs,  left 
prudence  to  follow  me,  as  ufual,  at  her 
leifure ;  fprung  into  Harry's  arms,  told  him 
I  never  was  fo  happy  in  my  life,  and  be- 
lieved every  word  he  faid  on  the  fame  fub* 
jeft. 

Tuefday*, 

*- — Oh  !  I  have  done  a  dttd 
To  make  me  think,  who  never  thought  before, 
And'paufe,  and  doubt,  and  afk  the  wond'ring  croud 
If  lam  really  married  ?-— — 

Heigh-ho,  and  fo  adieu  to  the  dear  de« 
lights  of  concealment — the  heart-beating 
pleafure  of  the  poftman's  double  knock  — 
the  fluttering  expe&atioft  while  breaking 
the  feal,  and  the  tranfporting  joy  of  read- 
ing the  very  foul  of  love.  You  may  laugh 
if  you  will  ;  but  enthufiafm,  while  it  lafts, 
is  felicity  ;  and  enthufiafm  and  matrimo- 
ny (pray  look  around  you)  feem  utterly 
incompatible.  For  me  !  I  am  refolved  to 
Vol,  IIL        A  a  cheri(h 
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cherifh  it,  till  I  have  neither  eyes  to  fee, 
ears  to  hear,  nor  one  fpark  of  kindnefs 
left  to  warm  that  heart,  which,  with  its 
beft  afFe&ions,  bids  me  fubfcribe  myfelf 
your  friend, 

Lucy  HER-no-no-STANLEY, 


LETTEK     CXXIL 

■ 
Mifs  Herbert  to  Mrs  Stanley. 

HarwocxL 

It  is  really  dangerous,  my  dear  Lucy, 
to  witnefs  happinefs,  fo  compleat  and  fo 
uncommon,  as  that  which  Sir  Charles  and 
Lady  Mortimer  enjoy ;  and  I  fhould  dread 
being  envious  of  their  felicity,  did  I  not 
flatter  myfelf  that  there  is  no  room  for  en- 
vy in  a  heart  where  friendfhip  has  fo  long 
inhabited* 

How 
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How  amiable  is  true  goodnefs,  and  how 
delightful  the  emulation  it  infpires  !  The 
affability,  the  gentlenefs,  the  condefcen- 
tion,  of  my  excellent  friends,  fecure  the 
warmed  attachment  from  all  their  domef- 
tics,  who  ferve  them  with  a  zeal  and  ala- 
crity, in  which  a  fiavilh  fenfe  of  duty  feems 
to  have  no  fhare. 

Their  enlarged  and  cultivated  minds^ 
may  juftly  be  compared  to  the  Hefperian 
trees,  enriched  at  once  with  bloflbms  and 
fruit,  the  chearfulnefs  of  youth,  and  the 
wifdom  of  age. 

Attention  and  refpeft,  fo  naturally  flow 
from  fincere  affe&ion,  that  I  am  never 
more  fhocked,  than  with  obferving  that 
careleffnefs  and  indifference,  whether  real 
or  afFe&ed,  with  which  mofl  men  treat 
their  wives  in  company.  This  mull  either 
reflect  on  a  man's  judgment,  for  having  fe- 
le&ed   an  unworthy  partner,  or  on  his 

hearty 
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heart,  for  negle&ing  to  treat  her  with  that 
refpeft  to  which  flie  has  a  claim,  both  on  ac- 
count of  her  own  merit,  and  the  confidence 
Ihe  has  repofed  in  him,  by  truilingher  whole 
happinefs  to  his  care.  How  cruel,  how  un- 
generous the  man,  who  can  wantonly  a- 
bufe  or  betray  fuch  a  truft ! 
i 

Sir  Charles's  whole  manner  to  Lady 
Mortimer,  is  expreffive  of  the  elegance  of 
his  own  mind,  and  the  gentlenefs  of  her's, 
and  infenfibly  direfts  the  attention  of  the 
company  continually  towards  her.  This  o- 
bliges  her  to  lead  the  converfation  more  fre- 
quently than  is  agreeable  to  a  perfon  of  fuch 
fmgular  modefty  ;  but  (he  does  it  with  a 
grace  fo  peculiarly  her  own,  that  one  not 
only  pardons  her  hufoand  for  impofmg  the 
talk,  but  takes  a  lively  fhare  in  the  plea- 
fures  his  animated  countenance  difcovers 
on  fuch  occafions. 


His 
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His  fondnefs  for  his  child  is  juft  what 
one  would  expe£t  from  a  man  poflfefTed  of 
fo  much  tendernefs.  I  have  heard  the  hap- 
py parents  canvafs  together  the  modern 
fyftems  of  education,  when  they  have  al- 
ways agreed,  that,  fince  they  could  not 
form  a  world  for  their  fon,  they  would  en- 
deavour to  form  their  fon  for  the  world. 


"  Could  we  fold  up  the  young  mind," 
faid  Sir  Charles,  "  like  the  fheet  of  paper" 
to  which  it  has  been  compared,  till  the 
ripened  judgment  could  determine  what 
characters  were  mod  fit  to  be  impreffed 
upon  it,  we  might  then  fafely  follow 
the  advice  of  fome  modern  philofophers, 
and  delay  or  omit  altogether  the  chief 
cbjefl  of  education,  that  of  infpiring  juft 
principles,  and  pious  fentiments.  But 
this  is  impoffible:  The  ardent  curiofity 
of  youth,  ever  in  fearch  of  food  for  its 
own  indulgence,  mud  be  gratified.  And, 
if  we     do    not   improve   that   important 

feafon* 
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feafon,  by  proper  culture,  the  world  will 
anticipate  the  hour  of  reafon,  and,  long 
before  it  arrive,  poifon  the  tender  mind 
with  the  fophiftry  of  prejudice,  or  enflave 
it  to  the  anarchy  of  the  paffions. 

"  All  obje&s  derive  force  from  novelty, 
and,  in  early  life  efpecially,  we  are  prone 
to  admire  what  is  new.  Is  it  to  be  fuppo- 
fed,  with  this  bias  in  favour  of  what  is 
fafhionable  in  opinion,  and  at  an  age  when 
paffion  powerfully  oppofes  the  reftraints  of 
principle,  that  a  young  man  is  better  able 
to  form  a  fyftem  for  the  regulation  of  his 
heart  and  conduft,  than  his  father,  who, 
to  the  fame  ftrength  of  intellect,  adds  that 
experience,  which  confirms  us  in  truth,  by 
expofing  to  us  the  danger  of  error  ?" 

Such  are  the  fentiments  of  a  man,  the 
foundnefs  of  whofe  judgment  unites  with 
the  fenfibility  of  his  heart,  to  give  weight 
and  propriety  to  all  his  opinions  5   I  am 

proud 


MISS    GREVILLE.         283 

proud  to  boaft  they  are  in  every  refped 
conformable  to  ray  own. 

Adieu,  dearefl  Lucy.  I  am  convinced 
that,  if  felicity  is  attainable  on  earth,  it  is 
only  to  be  found  in  the  pofleffion  of  a 
well-regulated  mind;  the  exercife  of  pious 
and  virtuous  affe&ions,  and  the  enjoyment 
of  the  quiet,  fincere,  and  elegant  pleafures5 
of  a  domeftic  life,  and  rural  retirement.  In 
fhort,  it  is  to  be  found  in  cultivating  the 
difpofitions,  and  imitating  the  condud,  of 
Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Mortimer.     Adieu, 

Maria  Herbert^ 
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